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syectrum 1
�by chris white
No better sleep is found
than had after a conversation
with another like yourself
on the ground.
A cigarette and two cigars,
huddled close to the house
as the mild summer storm
inches you closer together
and a quiet shot of whiskey
in the dark.
Lying down, the two melt into the
ground as the rain in the grass.
There is little between this
and the eternal rest,
the dirt holding the covers soft and warm.
Dirt, theology, molecular biology.
Botany beats with their considerate hearts.
Decay.
Dew forms.
The sun rises.
prose-poetry
*Persian Queen responsible for the
One Thousand and One Arabian Nights
~.
by hannah lois marielle sauerwein
Did she love the king,
his long golden body
and axe!
She was the throat of a thousand
and one virgins;
she kissed the blade
until it too gave way
and became a mouth,
half-open.
poetry The hummingbird of her mind
rose,
dipped its newborn beak
into the dewdrops,
inhaled;
this is memory, she said,
all the tales that want to sleep
between your hard palms.
!The. V,. YaHfI- ~
by britta kaltenbach <
I can picture Ciod (who always was) creating.
He's seated on a cloud in a celestial garden
scribbling away on a chalk board then
copying the perfect equations into His Book of Life,
scattering bits of iridescent, multi-colored chalk on the floor,
blowing eraser dust from his book, and banging out the erasers
(sending out an atmosphere of dust).
The bits of chalk and dust began to skitter about
(as they have been God breathed)
and swirl about Ood and interact with each other,
sending off tiny shocks and sparks and giggly, tickly sounds.
They tickle God' s ears and nose, causing a colossal sneeze!
This excites the dust particles into sending out squeals if delight!
And God laughs His belly-grandpa laugh from enjoyment.
He begins to dance and hum as He scratches away within His Book.
And with one divinely astounding punctuation mark,
He deems "it is good" and slams the book closed.
The energy from this big bang of the Book scatters the lively particles,
creating a great force of light that dully mirrors God's blinding glow,
and they are then formed and shaped by a loving, paternal God
according to His good instruction manual that they were born of.
When He was finished, He kissed His creation with the dust of stars,
signing it "with everlasting and unconditional love."
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BY EMILY KEEN! II
J,metimes IwishIcouldbe in
complete control of my thoughts. I wish I
could be like the monks with detachment
from the way thoughts spiral out.
At midnight I open a package from
my family with this pink creature mom
probably picked up at Target. It has fOUI
bendable legs attached to an eyeball and
they recorded themselves singing happy
birthday on it.
"Happy Birthday to you! Happy Birth-
day to you!" the eyeball sings forth in
their recognizable voices.
Happy Birthday. I'm 2 I.
The pink eyeball has a suction cup
bottom so I stick him on the window and
he falls onto my bed this morning and
begins singing again, waking up both me
and my college roommate. As my heart
makes its way back to a normal beating
pattern, Ihold on to the bright pink eye-
ball the size of an Oreo.
I've been told that our eyes are the
same size the day we're born as the day
we die.
I went to the art museum last week, the
one with the spiral staircase that wraps
around the circling walls leaving a large
hole in the center of all the galleries. We
stood on the staircase on the third floor,
my boyfriend of several years and I. He's
an art major, and I go to the museum for
him; but the paintings tell stories and
shout feelings and I walk around each
room almost slower than he does.
We stood on the third floor staircase
and I looked over and thought about
people jumping off the railing, their
blood splattering like existential expres-
sionistic paintings on the white tiled floor
two stories below. The body, the blood,
and the angles - it would all resemble a
sculpture installation. Those people with
their business suits that don't understand
why the building has meaning would
step around the disaster, their high heels
clicking on the same floor that ended
that person's life, their ties swaying over
an incident they don't understand in the
same way-Van Gogh paintings elude
them. I'm peripherally suicidal. My
boyfriend's voice suddenly captured my
attention.
"Where do you want to go for lunch?"
he asked.
Nowhere. "That cafe on the corner is
fine, the one with the blue stripe on the
syectrum 2
window."
"You okay?" Apparently I hadn't said
it convincingly. He's sweet. In fact, he's
probably the perfect guy ifwe take into
account the fact that there isn't such a
thing. He loves me - he's said so, but I
know for certain because of how he treats
me, respects me, sacrifices too much of
himself. He takes care of me,likes being
with me, and knows me. But I don't think
I love him. Shouldn't I feel more?
I'm never really okay. "Yeah. Do you
want to go eat now? I bet that cute wait-
ress is working there today, maybe she'll
try hitting on you in front of me again."
I'm teasing, but the sarcasm carries forth
my insecurity.
He turns from leaning on the railing to
look at me. His eyes are always search-
ing mine for something that he appar-
ently never finds. He looks serious, and
I blink twice and then look away - he's
about to say something important.
"I don't want anyone else. I think you
know that. Sometimes I feel like I am just
waiting for you to fall in love with me."
He sighed one of those deep sighs that
seem to exhale a little bit of one's heart
into the air, where it hovers in hopes of
being inhaled by the other person.
"Lets go eat," I said.
The pink eyeball is on my bathroom
counter. I sweep mascara on my eye-
lashes and smear eyeliner and purple
eye shadow on the lids. I squint into the
mirror. Almost lost in the center of the
dark makeup are my light hazel eyes.
Sometimes when the light reflects on
them a certain way they seem to swirl
like liquid silver.
My contacts are a relatively new ad-
dition to my eyes, and I feel as if they
are like those plastic bags suffocating
in the sea. Only this time the garbage
is a thin layer covering my pupil, and I
am convinced this is altering my ability
to view reality in the same way people
with 20/20 vision can see. I feel the same
way about glasses. My poor eyesight is a
genetic life-ruiner.
My boyfriend takes his glasses off
when he kisses me. He came horne with
me for break and we made-out one night
on the couch I used to make forts with
as a child. My contacts allowed me to
see the pictures on the hallway wall. My
first day of school, captured in a photo,
displays a genuine smile Unlike the other
photos. My dress is red and I have pink
bows in my hair; ironically I resemble
a human-sized Valentine, soon to be re-
jected and maimed by public school.
I think I miss those days of pink rib-
bons and energetic thoughts. But I don't
know how to do more than miss them.
"Hey?" He was holding my hand gently,
searching my eyes again. I need him, his
comfort. It scares me that I don't love
him; I don't want to be alone.
"I'm tired," I explained, but there's so
much more to that sentence.
Last week I built a simple fort in my
apartment with my bed, a blanket, and a
chair. I sat in it and cried. Nothing seems
certain; I don't know why I'm so unhappy.
I feel as if my eyes are searching for
something that they can't find either.
Psych 20 I: Motivation and Emotion is
my first class of the day, and it starts in fif-
teen minutes. The boy next to me always
says hi and asks about my weekend,
and I wonder if his interaction with me
is based on his knowledge of his good
looks or if it's just a friendly personality.
I put the eyeball on the table, the
bright pink contrasts with the white,
clean space around it. The apartment is
almost always clean - there's something
comforting in being able to control the
things that go on my shelves and floor.
Six minutes have passed. I grab the
room key lying on the table, and I press
the play button on the eyeball. The
sound of emptiness, then static noise
fills the air; the birthday song must have
accidentally erased when the eye fell off
the window this morning.
Never give advice unless asked.
- German proverb
9 got sent to the principal's office
in second grade for something I didn't
deserve and I'm still mad about it. Jon
was the kid that the other kids didn't
want to be friends with. He was black,
but that wasn't the reason no one wanted
to be his friend. It had more to do with
the fact that he was mean, disruptive in
class, and was generally classified as a
"bad kid." Kids didn't want to be associ-
ated with him.
For some reason that escapes me
today, I took it upon myself to straighten
him out. This may have been the first in a
series of being friends, and later dating,
boys with issues. I unintentionally looked
for "fixers," as my mom liked to put it. I'd
date them or befriend them and attempt
to help get their lives where they should
be. I'm not sure what the point was. I
was being overly helpful. My childhood
was very good and I was very blessed as
a kid. I knew I was going somewhere in
life and I wanted others to have the same
chance.
Sometimes Jon was nice to me,
sometimes he wasn't. I guess I figured
I was helping more than harming with
my "friendship" and his dislike towards
me that was displayed at times wasn't
enough to deter me from my task. Some-
times at recess we'd go to the far edge of
the playground, where there was grass
and where the other kids wouldn't bother
us, and play with plastic dinosaurs. It
was calming to get away from the loud
screaming of other kids during recess
and just sit on the outskirts of the play-
ground. Jon brought the dinosaurs from
home and we'd share them - but only
sometimes. Sometimes he didn't like me.
lt was probably when I was being too
bossy. I bossed Brian around when we
played at home and I probably bossed
Jon around. When he didn't want to play
with me it was no big deal - I had other
friends to play with.
Sometimes I helped Jon with class
assignments. Or at least I thought I was
helping. My mom reminded me that the
year before, in first grade, he sat behind
me and bothered me. He'd ask me ques-
tions or talk to me and I'd be annoyed
because I couldn't get my work done. In
second grade he also sat right behind
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me and occasionally I'd explain things to
him - at least in my mind I was explain-
ing things to him. Most likely, I was prob-
ably telling him to sit down or be quiet or
pay attention. I was overly helpful. I'm
like that.
One such day when I was instructing
Jon on how to be, it must have been a
bad day for him because he hissed at me,
"Shut the f*** up!" Horrified, I quickly
turned around, contemplating what he'd
just said. Growing up in a pretty shel-
tered home, I'd never heard that word
before but I knew it must be something
bad. Being the good girl that I was, I tore
a little corner off my paper, scribbled
the word down, and approached the
teacher's desk.
I really liked my second grade teacher,
Mrs. Bargman. She was older, not my
grandma's age, but older than mom. She
always made class really fun and I en-
joyed going to school. At that point inmy
life, it was a tie between her and my first
grade teacher as to who was my favorite.
I trusted her and was sure that she would
take care of this situation. I was au.re that
Jon shouldn't be saying a word like that.
As I approached her desk, I stood
waiting in line as she explained a
question to the student in front of me. I
nervously smoothed the little scrap of
paper and the pencil lead smeared a bit
and turned the pad of my thumb grey. As
the other student went back to her desk,
Mrs. Bargman turned her attention to me,
"Yes, Elizabeth?" In second grade I had
decided that since my name was Eliza-
beth, that's what I wanted to be called.
The next year I went back to Betsy and
confused a lot of my classmates who had
become used to calling me Elizabeth.
"Jon said this word to me," I placed the
paper on the edge of her desk.
She glanced at it, then stood up,
"Thank you, Elizabeth,l'li take care of this."
I went back to my seat as she called,
"Jon? Can I talk to you outside please?"
Jon angrily huffed out of his seat - these
were words he'd heard many times
before - and stormed into the hallway. I
sat anxiously at my desk. I hated con-
frontation as much then as I do now. I felt
bad about getting Jon in trouble, but he
did say a bad word. In this way I justified
that me telling on him was better than
letting him get away with something that
was "bad." I didn't want to be a tattle-tale,
Q
and normally I might not have said any-
thing. I didn't like stirring up drama and
anything that involved Jon being called
out of the room was sure to be dramatic.
It was a bad word though and I didn't
think it would be fair if he got away with
it. The rules needed to be followed. Not
saying bad words was part of the rules.
A few minutes later I was also called
from the room. How embarrassing. I
didn't do anything wrong. Now everyone
in the class was going to think that I did
something wrong, something associated
with Jon. Not good. Not that I had much
of a reputation to uphold in second grade
anyway. I wasn't a loser, but I wasn't in
the cool group - if it can even be called
that in second grade. I generally did
my own thing. I really liked to read and
could mostly be found with my nose
buried in a book. I'd had the same best
friend from birth and she and I hung out
any chance we got. lt didn't matter to
us whether there was anyone else in our
group. I hadn't yet achieved my status
as the "smart-goody-goody-Christian-
girl-who-doesn't-drink-or-swear" as I
was classified in high school. That would
come with time, probably starting at
a fourth grade slumber party where I
declined caffeine pop citing the reason
as "my parents don't let me drink that"
and reading a book instead of watching
National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation
because "I'm not supposed to watch PG-
13 movies." With those words, I squashed
any hope for popularity in the coming
years.
In second grade though, going to the
principal's office was possibly reputa-
tion damaging - or at least would get me
some teasing and inquiries later. Once I
was in the hall, Mrs. Bargman summoned
me up to the office. The principal's office
was located in a little top spire of the
building. No, the building wasn't at all
castle-esque. It was a quite normal, rect-
angle-shaped, brick building except for
the one spire at the front of the building.
Once you'd reached the second, and top,
floor of the school, you took eight or so
cement steps up to the principal's office.
He was set above us and over us, ruling
the kindergarten through third grade
students. We were scared of him. He was
tall and thin, with a long, angular face that
rarely smiled. He wore brownish tweed
suits and brown shoes to school, which
went right along with his brown hair and
mustache. He had big glasses that his
eyes hid behind and, when he did talk, he
had a big, booming voice that was sure
to command our attention at any school
assembly.
I always tried to avoid Mr.Yost. I think
we all did. Sometimes, ifwe were too
rowdy,he would come to the classroom
and yell at us. That quieted us down, for
a while at least. As I crept up the stairs
behind Mrs. Bargman, I felt my stomach
twist into knots. This wasn't quite how I
had imagined it. I thought that she was
going to take care of things. Instead, I
was going to the principal's office. The
principal's office and Jon were never a
good combination - not for the reason
you'd think though. It was never a
good combination because Jonwas the
principal's adopted son.
The office really was too small for Mr.
Yost,Jon,Mrs. Bargman, Mrs.Langher (the
counselor) and I,but we all managed to
squeeze in anyways. From the outside I
imagine our silhouettes must have looked
something like cartoons - tall and thin.
short and fat, small and frail, average and
robust. I don't remember what was said,
and I even think that Mrs. Bargman and
Jonmay have gone back to class, leaving
me alone with the principal and the coun-
selor. Afterwards, whenever I heard the
word "principal" I always thought of the
little spelling hint that "The principal is
your pal!" I didn't like it because I didn't
think the principal really was my pal after
this incident.
I got lectured, but don't remember any
of it. I studied the differences between
Mrs. Langher and Mr.Yost- careful to
make some eye contact, but not too much.
I'd grown up hearing "look me in the eye!"
frommy dad whenever Iwas in trouble,
so I knew that Iwas supposed to keep
eye contact. As tall, thin, impeccably-
dressed, and silent as Mr.Yostwas, Mrs.
Langher was the complete opposite. She
liked to wear sandals - with socks. And
these socks would be pulled over her
stretch pants and then scrunched down.
She was more than a little plump, but this
tended to be perfect for an elementary
school guidance counselor who gave
out a lot of hugs. She wasn't very tall, so
you just became completely enveloped
ifyou were ever on the receiving end.
She wore crazy t-shirts and sweaters and
her hair was cut short, probably to keep
things simple in the morning regimen.
She had a big smile and a hearty laugh
that could be heard down the hallway.
I'm not sure if I had anything against
her before this incident, but afterwards
I didn't like her at all. I still sort of have
something against her. Which I suppose
is silly on my part.
I stared at their serious faces: the bag
lady with the sobering eyes and the coro-
ner delivering the bad news. I stared at
them and forgot the words they said to
me. I'm sure I went back to class ticked
off and embarrassed. I hated having
negative attention called to myself. After
all, [ hadn't said a bad word, Jon had, and
somehow Iwas in trouble. Itwasn't fair.
Weeks later, I had to stay in from
recess because Iwas sick. As I stood at
the big window at the end of the hallway
watching the other kids play outside, I
heard a door open behind me. Mrs.
Langher came up and stood next to me at
the window. I'm sure she asked me more
than one thing, but I only remember her
saying, "Are you mad at me, Betsy?" to
which I replied, "No." Although, really, I
was. I was mad that she had taken their
side. That Iwas the "good" kid and I
had gotten in trouble. Something didn't
seem quite right in this situation. I was
ticked at her. I didn't trust her. And I
wouldn't ever again. Throughout elemen-
tary school girls would have lights and
they would always go to Mrs. Langher to
get the really tough ones worked out. I
always adamantly refused to go and see
her about anything. I didn't like her and
I didn't care what her opinion was on any
situation. It had always been stressed
that the counselor was our friend and
was there to help us. When I had needed
a friend in that corner tower of an office,
she hadn't come through for me. I felt
deceived. She wasn't who I thought she
was and I didn't want her help sorting out
any problems with friends. I felt like she
had betrayed my trust by going against
me in that office and if Iwere ever in an
office again with her Iwould end up with
her against me again.
Mymom had the inside scoop on
the adult talk that went on around this
story. She had, of course, been called
when Iwas sent to the office. She told
me that the way I tried to "help" Jon in
second grade made Mrs. Bargman mad-
although I didn't know it at the time. She
held that she was the teacher and that
no one else besides her should be tell-
ing any of her students what to do. She
thought Iwas holding Jon's personality
back. I probably was. Iwanted to help
him fit in. He had an angry outlook and I
wanted him to be a happy, quiet kid who
followed the rules and didn't disrupt the
class -like pretty much every other kid
in second grade. Butthat wasn't what he
wanted.
I guess Jon also told his dad that I gave
him the "death stare." This is likely. I
had a look that I'd give to Brian when he
was doing something that I didn't like or
when something ticked me off and he'd
stop doing it. I'm sure I gave it to other
people. I probably still do give it to other
people at times. When I approached
Mrs. Bargman's desk with my little scrap
of paper, the whole carefully balanced
"friendship" came tumbling down. Mrs.
Bargman wanted me to stop telling her
student what to do. Iwas lectured by Mr.
Yostand told to leave his son alone, and
Mrs. Langher probably told me that [
needed to stop telling other people what
to do and reminded me that Iwasn't the
boss of anyone.
After that I tried to be less of a boss.
Now I'm told that I'm a "quiet leader"
- someone who steps up and takes care of
things when it needs to be done, but not
someone who will jump up and run the
show,not caring whose toes get stepped
on in the mean time. I try to let people
be who they want to be. If it seems like
they might appreciate my advice, then
I am far more likely to voice my opinion
and attempt to help. Otherwise I'll proba-
bly keep it to myself. If someone wants to
change, they'll change. Youcan't change
someone who doesn't want to.
non-fiction
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�by Josh kutyers
Kenny loves his children.
As we eat our meager breakfast of
cold, stale bagels and bitter black coffee together,
he speaks soft and smooth,
so low and so gentle I lean across the table
so I can hear the wisdom he shares with me.
His voice has a calming, peaceful presence,
a rare experience on the streets of St. Louis,
where crack addicts smoke slouched in stairwells
and lunatics shout at their invisible adversaries.
But here, early on this Monday morning
Kenny speaks, and I listen.
There's wisdom in this man,
the kind I have yet to find in a book or classroom.
He shares with me words I will treasure,
words for the future.
Words for when I, too, have a family.
He talks of a better life,
of taking care of those you love,
of treating people right.
His low, gentle voice says
"Boy, you gotta make sure yo' kids know
that they can talk to you 'bout anything, anything at all;
And when they talk, you better be Iistenin'."
So we sit, he talking, I simply listening,
His words take me elsewhere:
Beyond this hand-out meal,
beyond the cold, littered streets,
and beyond the derelict shelter
in which we both sought refuge the night before.
Later that day, in an alley beneath the shadows of skyscrapers,
I happen to meet Kenny and his family out for a walk,
Despite their uneasy slumber at the shelter,
the family is rested, happy, healthy.
As they walk through the glass-filled gutters
past the decrepit, abandoned factories,
Kenny's two kids cling to him as a pillar of strength and security.
Speaking loudly to be heard over the din of the streets,
they talk about anything and everything,
and as they talk, Kenny's soft, smooth voice is silent.
But you better believe that he's listenin'.
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by laura. Jacobson
Each bead a prayer
fingered in resigned supplication,
a string of betrayals
polished pretty by angry tears
and years of sleepless nights
counting in the dark
each day of her absence
every month of lost words.
Hail Mary full of grace,
fingers slip over every bead,
Holy Mary mother of God,
forgiveness falters on the word
fingers clench
cold hard beads,
Pray for us sinners
broken amen.
poetry
~uu., .Nut. WeudUt.g. 1ke.
by cody bauer
We had not spoken since you left
When we talked today you called it busyness.
As I sit here smelling freshly ground
rain drops racing down the window.
I recall nights I fell asleep,
suppressing you racing through my mind.
I see memoirs of you everywhere
In my caramel mocha late,
In the aroma of (jerrie's
Vnder the romantic protection of an umbrella
However I know that when you return it won't
be a continent keeping us apart
it'll be you;
not wanting me.
Tourist:
BY AMANDA KUEHN
'lit was my second day in Rome, and
after spending most of it inVatican City
Iwas ready for a night out. I changed
clothes and we headed, at long last, to
the Spanish steps. Unfortunately, the aes-
thetic effect of the steps was interrupted
by a large advertisement, spoiling any
plans of a Roman Holiday re-creation. At
the top of the steps we found peddlers,
painters, photographers and craftsmen.
"How quaint," I thought, "all of these dedi-
cated artists trying to make their living in
such an enchanting city." They may have
thought similarly of me, tourist that I was
traipsing about Rome in all my naivete.
After visiting the Piazza Novana the
day before, I was determined to bring
home a small painting to commemorate
my trip. What better place to get it than
atop the Spanish steps? Oh the dangers
of romanticism. I flipped through some
"watercolors" of familiar sites in Rome,
pictures which should have been only too
familiar. I walked away. Then I went back.
I've never prided myself on my ability
to make good decisions, or any deci-
sion for that matter. The only intuition I
experience is the sick feeling that begins
in your mind, reaches your stomach and
consumes your whole being after you've
made the wrong decision. The last time
I experienced this I was receiving a
speeding ticket. This was just about as
pricey.
"You like?" asked the stout Italian man
in the white painter's hat. He claimed to
be from the Ukraine, which I took to be
true.
"Si,' I responded, using one of the
three Italian words I knew. "How much?"
"What you like? How much you have?"
"Fifteen euros."
"Hal For this size?"
"No, the bigger one."
"Of course you want the bigger one.
They always want the bigger one."
This went back and forth until I was
willing to pay 20 euros for a picture, but
couldn't decide which I wanted most. "I
tell you what. You like pizza? You make
dinner with me?" came a second kind of
offer.
"Oh, I don't know about that. I brought
these three with me," I reasoned, pointing
to my travel mates.
"I like-a girls. We make dinner. I pay."
She strips damp and
stained
garments
from her frail figure
and slips into
the pounding beat
of shower droplets
shivering
down her back.
Narneeess fingers
repeatedly weave
dark strands together,
shaping a
tangled braid.
Hot water scalds
her supple skin,
but she does not
withdraw herself.
It bangs on her breasts.
It invades her body.
Yet she remains.
She remains.
She remains.
As she steps out,
water beaded
on her skin,
steam lingers and
slows her effort
to dry.
And water drops
tease the showerhead's
metal circle.
never ceasing
their dripping,
dripping,
dripping.
My toes were likely black and blue be-
neath my pink nail polish and ballet flats.
I certainly stubbed them on the jagged
Roman streets often enough to warrant a
battle scar. About half way to our destina-
tion a bus heading in the same direction
passed by. We chased it down, running
through the streets in order to spare
ourselves from walking those last several
blocks. Tired travelers do strange things.
non-fiction
c/IuJJ.ut.
by hannah watters
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It sounded good to me. I was about to
pay 40 euros for two paintings. The least I
could get out of this was a free meal. The
other girls thought not.
"For you, I give bargain. Two for the
price of one, two for 50 euros."
"No, no," I scolded. "I pay 20 for one, no
more than 40 for two."
"Ok," he replied. "Because I like-a
your eyes you have two for 40 euros." He
rolled up the pictures I had selected and
grabbed the two twenty-euro notes in
my hand. "Hal" boomed a proud voice. I
should have realized what was going on.
"No, no. You give me my pictures." He
did.
"Oh corne. You give me kiss." I con-
ceded a small peck and we scampered
down the steps, forgetting the painter
and searching for dinner ourselves. It
was at this inopportune moment that Beth
voiced her thoughts: "Do you suppose
they actually paint those pictures? They
look a lot like prints."
Enter feelings of sickness and despair.
I had just spent 40 euros and didn't even
get dinner out of the deal. My mind was
racing all the way through a crisp green
dinner salad and two glasses of white
wine. I reasoned away a few doubts-my
travel mates and the wine helped. The
pictures were lovely and I did enjoy them.
We revisited Trevi Fountain to make
wishes and (incorrectly) toss coins over
our right shoulders. I may as well admit
that my wish was both romantic and
unrealistic. After several failed attempts
we located San Crispino's, which claims
to be Rome's best gelateria. I was a little
too nauseated to enjoy it. The sick feeling
in my stomach wouldn't go away.
After sharing spoons and swapping
wishes we returned to the Tiber River.
My mood quickly changed. I don't knew
that anything is so romantic as a river at
night, particularly in a city like Rome. The
St. Angelo Bridge was dotted with old-
fashioned street lamps whose light was
reflected in the river. St. Peter's loomed
in the background. One of the pictures
I purchased captured a nearly identical
scene. This experience justified at least
20 of the euros I had spent, didn't it? I
convinced myself it did.
After a short stop at the Castel de San
Angelo we searched for the last bus back
to our hostel. The bus system in Rome is
likely not all that complicated, but after
several failed attempts to understand the
street signs and fruitless efforts to ask for .;
help, we began heading back on foot. I
don't know how many miles we walked
on the trip-enough to justify gelato
twice a day.
and the oddity of the eve-
ning before was temporarily
forgotten. The Christmas
tree lights winked happily
and the presents underneath
tempted us to open them
- only two more weeks.
Unfortunately, the normality of the
morning quickly faded as I noticed the
time, the fact that school had already
started and I wasn't there, and the fact
that Dad was home and not at work. Dad
was more than a hard worker - he went
to work even when he was sick. Nothing
could keep him away.
"You kids come and sit on the couch
now, okay?" Dad called to us from the
living room. I was filled with dread. My
stomach knotted and I drew my knees
up to my chest as I huddled in the corner
of the couch. This had to be something
terrible. We never had family meet-
ings unless something was really seri-
ous. Ididn't know what it could be about
though. This was bad.
Although I don't remember exactly
how Dad explained the situation to us, I
have since had time to sort out and un-
derstand the details. Uncle Todd, fondly
called his childhood-nickname of Tiger
by his family, his new wife Kindra who
was a few months pregnant, and their
baby Elise had been in an accident the
night before. They'd been out look-
ing at Christmas lights in Crooks and
had accidently ended up with the front
wheels of their little red pickup on the
train tracks as they looked as some lights
across the road. No one heard the train
whistle. Later, Kindra told us she saw the
headlight out of the corner of her eye, but
didn't have a chance to say anything. It
had been just another light in the lit-up
little town, but suddenly it was upon them
and it was too late to even scream. The
train hit the driver's side, and Todd didn't
have a chance. He was airlifted away, but
he had died on impact.
As I sat on the couch and heard this
surreal news, I could only think about the
memories I had that included Todd. He
was very much alive in my mind and I
didn't think it could be possible that he
wasn't really alive anymore. Up until six
months ago. he'd been my only unmar-
ried uncle in the area. He would drive
his Harley to our house and play with
us in the backyard. He smoked and
told us it was bad, but he did it any-
ways. He always kept his hair long and
braided, under a red bandana. I can't
imagine what he would look like with
short hair. He had a quick smile and was
always available to help out anybody
"Experience is a hard teacher because
she gives the test first, the lesson after-
wards."
-Vernon Sanders Law
II P
~ wing me high with Dad, Uncle
Todd!" I jumped and ran to him as soon
as he had put the kickstand down on his
teal Harley-Davidson.
Laughing, he caught me around the
waist and tossed me in the air. At six
years old, I wasn't too big for this and
never tired of it. "Alright, now where '5
your Dad at?" He carried me into the
yard and I played with his long reddish-
blonde hair that was always braided at
the nape of his neck. Upon finding Dad,
I squirmed out of Todd's arms, eagerly
stood with my back against Dad, held
up my arms and let him grab my wrists.
Todd reached down, grabbed my ankles
and in one swift motion I was swept
off my feet by the two strongest men I
knew. I relaxed, hanging like a ham-
mock between them, and stared at the
cloud-filled sky. Slowly, they began to
swing me back and forth, back and forth,
counting, "One ... two ... three!" At three, I
was released into the air, flying high like
a bird, and never doubting for a second
that one of them would catch me on the
way down.
Todd caught me easily in his arms
and I wrapped my arms around his neck,
"Let's do that again!"
Four years later, driving home from
AWANA with my siblings and Mom on
a chilly, but clear December evening, I
stared at the cloudless night sky and
caught myself daydreaming about being
tossed into the clear blue, flying free, if
only for a moment, and knowing that
someone would catch me as I fell. Mom
took an exit we didn't frequently take, but
occasionally did, and simply for con-
versation I asked, "How come we're not
going through Crooks tonight?"
"No reason, I just thought I'd take high-
way 38 tonight." Mom turned up the radio
a little. We always listened to a bedtime
story on AM during the drive home on
Wednesday nights. I settled back in my
seat, watching the lights of other cars
zoom past and admiring the clear sky.
Tonight would be the perfect night to .
look at stars snuggled under a blanket in
the yard with Dad.
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Fifteen minutes later we turned into
the driveway. Dad was outside with a
shovel, scooping snow off the driveway.
As we drove closer, I could see frosted
puffs of air from his mouth as he breathed
in and out. We waved hello, then drove
into the garage and went inside to get
ready for bed.
The phone rang as I was brushing my
teeth, but it was before nine so it wasn't
unusual. Mom answered the phone, but
I couldn't hear any of her conversa-
tion, after she hung up, she went out to
the garage and came back in again a
moment later. I heard her rununage
for her coat in the hall closet. That was
strange. I crept up the stairs. Itwas late
for Mom and Dad to go out, and they
never went out on week nights. I stopped
just short of the closet and questioned,
"Where ya going, Mom?"
"Dad and I just have to go out right
now." Mom stared at the empty space
in the closet where her purse should
have been, but she'd left it sitting on the
kitchen table. I grabbed it and held it
out. Surprised, she stared at it, then took
it from me and gave a distracted, "Oh,
thanks." She zipped her black leather
winter jacket and pulled on her gloves.
She started to walk away, towards the
garage, and then turned suddenly,
"Grandpa and Grandma will be here in
just a little bit, you guys get ready for bed.
No watching TV tonight either."
Dad stepped in from the garage and
the cold air rushed around my ankles
giving me a little chill. "Ready?" At
her nod, he ushered Mom out the door
with his hand on the small of her back.
Something was weird. I watched as the
car lights retreated down the driveway,
the stars shown brightly overhead and
for a few feet the porch light illuminated
the front seat and I could see their heads
bent towards each other.
Puzzled, but not overly concerned, I
got six-year-old Kay ready and put her
to bed. While tucking her in, I heard the
front door open and then a cheery, "Hel-
loooo!" as Grandpa and Grandma let
themselves in.
"Hey," I greeted them as I quietly
closed Kay's door.
"Well hello, Sugar!" Grandpa gave me
a hug. I don't remember making small
talk, but I'm sure we did. In the morning
they were gone, Mom and Dad were back,
that needed a hand. He went on a lot of
motorcycle trips, always bringing Brian
and me back little presents. The last
one I remember was a tiny doll the size
of his index finger. He stood at the gate
of our backyard and I stood at the fence,
excited. "What do you think I brought
you this time, Betsy?" I shrugged, stood
on my tiptoes, and smiled at the way his
eyes twinkled as he knew that he held
something that I would think was amazing.
Slowly, he reached into the pocket of his
leather riding jacket and pulled out the
tiny doll. She was made of painted plas-
tic, with real hair, and posable arms and
legs. I affectionately named her "Little"
and she was the forever-baby when I
played Barbies. Although his nickname
was Tiger, his favorite pants were these
leopard-style fabric sweatpants that were
red with black spots ... he wore them all
the time. Would he really never wear
these pants again? Ride up on his bike
again? He and Kindra had been married
less than a year, it wasn't fair.
Sitting on the couch, I couldn't cry,
the situation didn't make sense to me. I
knew what death was. We'd had lots of
cats die. But this didn't seem possible
at all. I just couldn't get around the idea
of my uncle being dead. I sat down at
the piano and practiced a Silent Night. I
kept thinking about heaven. Was Todd
watching me play piano? Was he helping
me play better? I played the same piece
over and over. The words played over
and over in my head, "Silent night, holy
night, all is calm, all is bright ... " Itwas
certainly silent and bright last night, but
calm? How can anything be calm when
something like that has happened? Why
was the train going so fast? Why didn't it
stop? Why didn't Todd see it? How could
he not know they were on the tracks?
"Holy night ... " Dad and Mom had said
that God has a reason for taking every
person He takes and it was simply Todd's
time. It didn't matter the way that he
went, it was just his time. God works in
holy and mysterious ways.
Mostly, everything seemed silent-
except the thoughts in my head. I spent
a lot of time in my room, thinking. Not
crying. I couldn't bring myself to cry
about the situation. I hoped that maybe if
I didn't cry, he would come back. Maybe
if I didn't cry, it wouldn't be real.
The day of the funeral came and
there was a discussion about what to
have us kids wear. Because we were so
young, none of us really owned any black
dresses, black pants, or anything of the
sort. We were just kids, we hadn't had
any need for somber clothing. Eventu-
ally I ended up wearing the dress that
Grandma and Mom had made me for
the Christmas program at school. The
sleeves and bodice were black velvet,
the skirt was full and red with flowers on
it. It spun out when I twirled around, but
today wasn't a day for twirling. I felt silly
wearing a dress that I'd worn for such a
happy occasion.
At the church, we slowly approached
the casket. I was next to Dad and we
stood and looked at Uncle Todd for a
while. I don't know why, but adults
always say, "You can touch him." I didn't
really want to. I just looked. He seemed
asleep. I kept wishing that any minute
he'd sit up and tell us it was all a joke.
He'd laugh and offer to swing Kay in the
air, even though it was cold outside. But
his eyes stayed shut and his hands were
folded. They told me hidden by the
coffin lid covering Todd's lower half lay
his unborn son, Todd Jr., who was also
lost in the accident. Later at Kindra's
house, I saw the birth certificate the hos-
pital had given her. Itwas in one of the
boxes in Todd's den. Even though it was
months since the accident, nothing much
had changed. The smell of leather and
cigarettes vaguely lingered in the air, and
things lay on his desk as he had left them.
Other boxes of his things that Kindra had
packed up were scattered around the
room. The birth certificate lay on the
desk and I studied it closely. Same birth
date and death date. They had done
ink prints of his hands. Such tiny hands.
Such little feet. I couldn't get over how
small their baby must have been.
I don't remember much about the
funeral. People stood up and shared
memories of Todd. Lots of people shared
and Mom said that we could share if we
wanted to. I couldn't think of anything
specific to share though. Was this really
happening? I still hadn't cried. Why did
this have to happen? We sang the song
"On Eagle's Wings;" it still chokes me up
a little today. "And he will raise you up
on eagles' wings, bear you on the breath
of dawn, make you to shine like the sun,
and hold you in the palm of his hand." I
imagined Todd being just picked up
by God, carried away to a place of no
hurt and sadness. Flying into the clear
blue he used to toss us into, except he
wouldn't land safely in any earthly arms.
He'd land in God's arms.
Towards the end of the service, my
Dad put his arm around me, "It's okay to
cry, you know," he whispered to me. I
glanced up at him; he wasn't crying. I'd
never seen him cry. Dad has always
been the strong, silent type. He's never
been one to let his emotions show too
much and is very good at keeping ev-
erything on the inside. I peeked behind
me; Todd's niece Aubrey was crying, as
were her parents. I faced the front again,
and slowly tears poured down my face.
Dad put his arm around me and I leaned
heavily into him.
Christmas was awkward that year. We
spent it in the hospital with Kindra. She
had broken her hip and wrist in the ac-
cident and was there for a month. She
wasn't able to go to the funeral because
of her injuries and I heard that no one
told her outright where Todd was, it was
something she just knew.
Going back to school was awkward,
too. All the kids knew, but no one had
ever had someone die in such a terrible
accident. One time at recess a girl a year
younger than me approached me on the
playground and said, "I'm sorry about ..."
and then she spelled out in the snow "T-
O-B-B-Y."
I didn't know how to handle all these
condolences, so I gave her a really con-
fused look, and bitterly replied, "Todd.
His name was Todd." I still feel bad that I
reacted like that.
Eventually things returned to a semi-
normal state, but at first nothing seemed
right with the family anymore. Grandma
refused to drive over the train tracks
where the accident happened. For the
next couple years there was no tree at
Grandpa and Grandma's house and we
had Christmas elsewhere even though
we had always had it at their house.
Kindra eventually started to date again,
and even as family pictures changed
throughout the years, the picture with
Todd, Kindra, and Elise never changed. It
slowly started to look like a remnant of a
past life that no longer was.
Life without Todd became the normal,
even though it took years. Kindra remar-
ried, Christmas was again at Grandpa
and Grandma's, the train tracks were no
longer avoided, and although it's still a
little painful to talk at length about the
loss, Todd's name can be brought up and
not bring about awkward silence in the
room. And if we want, we can always
look at Grandma's mantle with the faded
family picture, and the lighter that was
always in his pocket ready to light his
cigarette, lying near the frame.
non-fiction
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BY BRITtA KALTENBACH
JIe brought her a daisy, a yellow
one, every day. Even when there was
snow so high that you couldn't see out the
windows, he was faithful. She would open
the door, smile brightly and invite him in.
He would bow, hand her the golden gift,
and say "until tomorrow."
She would close the door after watch-
ing him walk down the road a ways.
Then she put the daisy into a jam jar on
the small table near her favorite rock-
ItP~te
BY KELSEY CARROLL
Ja,ate. Yes.it was just that.A
number following a month. A day that
was simply assigned a numerical value.
But then he put on cologne and asked
and it became a date (the type of thing
you write in felt tip pen in your planner).
I am eighteen. Not the typical age
one is before her first real date, which is
a well known fact, which only increases
the churning inmy stomach that is now
moving to my outer extremities. This is
something Ishouldn't have procrasti-
nated. I should have stopped hanging
out with guys and Ishould have started
dating them to avoid the awkward 18-
year-old-date-thing.
Except Ihadn't, and now he was
here-he being the guy who had put on
cologne and who had the guts to actually
ask out the girl who was "one of the guys"
and who didn't wear perfume until this
exact moment. He being the guy who was
always one of my best friends ... and the
churning begins again as Iuse the past
tense was as the lines have been blurred
and Ifear to use the is.
But as Istep in the car the is gets in
with me and helps me recognize that his
freckle is still in the same spot, slightly
off-centered on his forehead, and his
laugh is still at an octave Ican't quite
comprehend and his hand is still as
tender as it brushes my left arm.
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ing chair. She would rock and
smile, thinking of the daisy man.
Before the daisies would wilt, she
would press them between the
pages of old books. Each page of
her favorite book was kissed with faint
sunshine from the buttery petals, and the
soft, sweet smell would greet her as she
would read her favorite stories. She loved
them, the old pages and the new flowers.
One evening, as the sun was setting,
she gazed worriedly out the window-he
had not come. What could have hap-
pened to the daisy man? She could not
call for him because she did not know
his identity or from whence he brought
her his treasures. She began rocking and
Not too long ago he and I had had a
discussion in a cold car inFebruary. It
was February 8th, but that date was not
a date and Ididn't know it would lead to
this date. He told me what Ifeared and
hoped and desired and pushed away.
I've liked you for about 3 years now, he
said in his parka, eyes looking through
the windshield.
Now it's April and I'm here and noth-
ing had been official and then there was
that day he wore cologne. And now I'm
looking out that same windshield.
After a cheap dinner we decide the
date thing to do is go to the park. Under
a gazebo, with ducks floating in a pond
nearby and rose buds showing on the
bushes around us (I wish some of that
were made up-it sounds too much like
something that should be made up). He
holds me innocently, the is of OUI friend-
ship making the embrace more passion-
ate somehow. And then it begins to rain
and he kisses me (I swear I'm not making
this up). No guy will ever have a chance
now. As Ikiss him back Iwant to pinch all
this between my thwnb and forefinger,
saving it as a bookmark for a novel I may
one day read.
The shower is not a gentle one and it
forces us inside and he softly says Ihope
it never stops raining. And in his ear I
whisper promise and hope.
The awkwardness of being 18 then
still hits me sometimes, right in gut, as
if someone has run for miles simply to
punch me there. This blow now comes
in the
form
of me
braiding her long, golden hair out of ner-
vous habit, interweaving the posies from
the jar. When she was done, she frowned
at the jar that had never been empty.
Then a knock.
She flew to the door and beamed at
the daisy man holding dozens of multi-
colored daisies. "Please, oh please, do
come in!" she cried. He smiled broadly
when he saw her yellow halo. "Today is
the day Ihave waited for," the daisy man
said.
fiction
being 21, still looking out that windshield
and feeling like this-the same as that
time he kissed me under the gazebo but
forty times scarier.
This day is a date but it has lost its
power to be italicized and romanticized
and now we are just two old people
riding in the same car, touching each
other's thighs. Istill pullout the book-
mark Imade between my fingertips that
day in the park, and am refreshed by the
smell of rain and promise.
He takes me to the church where we
first met in junior high, and leads me
to a picture of an elderly couple. Some-
times all Iremember is the simplicity
of the woman's blue jumper and the
time-washed denim of his overalls, the
gate half open behind them. Today all I
remember is my heartbeat, feeling his
cologned presence behind me, knowing
what Iwould find when Iturned around
and wouldn't be looking in his eyes-
knowing he would be on one knee.
Idon't remember which to remember,
and as he slips the ring on my finger I
realize I am 18. I still fear and hope and
desire and push away, but Istill look
through that windshield and Iknow Iwill
always fear, hope, desire, and push away.
And that it will always be with him. Iknow
we will fight, but then Iwill remember
the way he smelled when he asked and
the is of our friendship that will never
be a was and the beauty and fear of his
whisper inmy ear.
honorable mention non-fiction
-------------------
A rosary of family history
To be gifted to a granddaughter.
Know them, she said,
Recite them, child.
Knot each name in your heart
so they wilt not be lost
forever.
I'll die all alone ~
Like some genius who has gone crazy,
minus the genius part.
~ (a. H.Cc.h1ac.c)
by hera. faye fredericksen
poetry
A knot
between
each
pearl.
c:IIx.g.U. cJ/-a..A- II.H. Do H:e. Wa.Ll.t.bu.n.d
by tra.cey pronk
Because once, grandma said,
it had broken.
Once, they had almost been lost.
I hate going to bed,
ineffectually untangling twisted sheets
and sliding beneath wrinkles
to waste time with my eyes closed.
Jewels passed along ties that bind
(from son, to mother, to daughter)
scattered when a string
snapped short.
They could vanish in a moment,
forever
like mother, like brothers.
I hate waking up,
sullenly swaddled in a mess of flannel,
the day's schedule uncovered
on the wrong side of my eyelids.
But she, the Good Shepherd of memories,
sought out each snowy white one.
Gathered her flock
and penned them in safe.
Tied back together again,
each one precious.
I'm all alone in my apartment
listening to classical music
while the downstairs neighbors
groove to perpetual bass booms.
No one wants to be my friend.
They'll say
"At least she died comfortable ... "
My sweatpants outlive
my crumpled spirit.
J unday afternoon after a church
service and Grandma's Sunday lunch, I
sitwith my legs crossed at the feet of my
Grandpa's chair. The sermon from today
is committing itself to my memory; I like
to save his sermons inmy mental library
and press play during thoughtful limes
throughout the year.l can hear his deep
shaky voice, "Grace stacked upon grace."
What does that mean?
The plush blue carpet is soft to the
touch of my fingers; they
wander like my mind to
make invisible designs
on the floor. There is a
game on the TV- basket-
balll bel- bull don't re-
member who is playing. Kurtis and Kari
pull Scrabble out of the game cupboard.
"Are you in?"
"Not right now,"
Sometimes after a long day of preach-
ing and an oversized helping of mashed
potatoes, my Grandpa finds his recliner
and falls asleep- the remote on the table ...
next to him. But some days if he sits
in the right spot, the starch and carbs
from lunch give him just enough juice to
share a Grandpa story with his Califor-
nia Princess. I turn my face to his, hope
beaming frommy eyes that today will be
a Grandpa slory day.
Grandpa wears a long-sleeved white
button down shirt with a ball point pen
in the pocket. His white hair is combed
straight back to reveal sunspots on his
worn forehead. Gold framed glasses
encircle his timeless blue eyes.
Those are the same eyes that saw the
Great Depression on an Iowa farm. My
Grandpa is the middle of eight Korver
children born to William and Matilda
Korver. They lived, along with many other
Korver relatives, on a farm near Sioux
Center. A look in their pockets would
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adeem them poor. A closer look into those
sturdy pockets reveals the grime of rich
fertile soil and stitches hand sown by
a God-fearing woman. There is wealth
deep in those pockets.
My Grandpa slides his hands in them
to begin, "It was the first good crop in
3 years. The corn stood tall, green, and
proud in our fields. We had already
planned what we were going to buy at
the town store- new school clothes. Just
days before harvest, a hail storm de-
stroyed our crop. Chunks of ice pom-
meled into every stalk of COIn puncturing
the soft soil. That night I sat around the
dinner table with my whole family, in
complete silence. Father prayed a short
prayer of blessing over the food, but no
one could eat. We sat there,listening to
the hail. My sister rose from the table
and walked into the next room. Softly she
started playing the melody of a familiar
hymn."
My Grandpa turned his face upward,
the words came out in his rich low voice.
"Be still my soul the Lord is on your
side bear patiently your cross of grief
or pain. Then leave to your God to order
and provide in every change. He constant
will remain."
The hymn came out of him naturally, as
if the words were in his blood. Sharing his
story with me had punctured his memory
artery and the song came flowing out. It
stained me.
Looking back into my eyes, he con-
tinued, "One at a time each of us got up
to stand by the piano and sing along.
Eventually the whole family was gathered
around. We sang through one hymnal
and then the other. At the end of the
night when all was dark, Mother prayed.
She thanked God for her family and His
grace. The prayer gave us peace, and
we all slept like babies that night. The
next day the four oldest children set out
to find jobs. We worked for uncles and
aunts doing odd jobs on their farms for
fifty cents an hour. All the money that we
made we gave to our father to buy us
school clothes."
The recliner sways and we sit in quiet
thought.
"We were rich."
My eyes shoot up to him with a ques-
tion on my tongue.
"We had ten Bibles and two hymnals in
that small house."
Igaze down at his pockets again,
inside them his worn wrinkled hands
hold wealth. Then Ireach in my own
pocket; inside, Ifeel the crisp bill Grand-
pa gave me. Iam rich. But not because
of the twenty dollars my fingers touch.
Deep in my pockets, deep inside of me is
a legacy rich in faith.
non-fiction
She had apen
and two bare
arms; years of
coping had sup-
MARIELLE SAUERWEIN plied her with
ambidexterity.
She started on
her left palm, but it became poetry and
the line breaks crawled up to the elbow
and then she started up the other arm
with another poem and she didn't know
what they were about but they were
words that might mean something on the
other side and maybe they didn't but she
had to make them climb over her skin.
It took the usual three and a half min-
utes to relieve, and she'd avoided double-
writing anywhere in that much time. The
elevator had long since passed her floor,
but she stood tall with the stranger's
pen until it went back down again. He
was gone, probably - her consciousness
wasn't helping with detail memory, es-
pecially so close to an attack. Most likely,
he abandoned the nut case with his pen.
It was cheap and ornamental, not worth
the stress of recovery.
At floor seventeen the elevator was
empty and so she dropped the pen on
the floor. She walked out on floor sixteen,
head high as though she were oblivious
to the black scrawl on her arms.
"Meeting, MarIe! You're going to be
late in two minutes." Jerry just heard her
heels and knew.
"Yes, Iam." She dropped into her
cubicle and hit the computer's power.
While it woke up, she started reading her
right hand.
'Pens
HANNAH LOISBY
9:day is not a good day.
MarIe's purse was stolen by a desper-
ate idiot. He would be well-supplied
with pens and miniature notebooks, but
not money. MarIe didn't put money in
her purse, because it took up valuable
notebook space.
MarIe got to her work building, and
the elevator doors closed on her breaths.
It was not a long ride up, but the Itch
always knows. It could tell when she had
no paper, no pens or pencils or even
sharpies. Even lipstick worked, but
Marie didn't wear lipstick. She didn't
have time to apply makeup, even on spe-
cial days like this.
The elevator stopped at every floor to
trade people. Some of the men had pens
in their pockets, and by the time she
reached the fifth floor she was starting to
sweat. She could feel the red in her face.
It would be a blotchy red.
"Sir?" They sailed towards the sixth
floor, and she finally prevailed on the
man beside her, who was going to the
tenth. "Can I borrow your pen?"
He slipped it out of his pocket, hand-
ing it over with a glance at her empty
hands.
The Itch saw around that problem, too.
flecks disingenuous
collapse shivering emptiness
compressed compartmentalized
antipsychotic promises deconstructed
.bite me.
She laughed aloud. Punctuation, nice
touch. The computer was on and she
logged in, typing with one hand and
reading from the other. She recorded
most of both arms before Jerry decided
she was Late and needed fetching.
"MarIe, you corning? We're waiting
for ... " The words fell apart in midair.
"What in inner city hell did you do to
your arms?"
"Poetry." She pointed to her right
shoulder. "What's the last word on that
line? I can't see it."
He blinked fully twice before finishing
his perusal of her shoulder and saying,
unsteadily, "Possum."
"Sarcastic today," she apologized, and
finished out the word with a flutter of
keystrokes.
"They're waiting in the meeting."
"If they can wait ten more minutes, I
can finish writing this down and maybe
half wash it off."
"We've waited fifteen."
fiction
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"Good, then you're more than halfway
there."
"MarIe. You're looking at another write-
up."
"I won't get one for covering my body
with poetry?" She stopped to look at him,
because it was useless trying to read and
type and talk and have all three functions
actually work.
"It might be better to just show up."
She stood and went with Jerry back to
the conference room, joking about her
arms on the way. He obliged her, kind
soul, but he'd meant it about the write-
ups.
Mr. Luding practically bled demerits,
and his eyes shot miniature demerit-dag-
~
by kelsey carroll
last night I laid in bed
and words poured through me
a poem about waking up
to an overzealous alann
and hitting the snooze
and rolling over to find you
of course it sounded better
and i repeated it, line after line
in my head so i would remember
when i woke up
the last line was wonderful
something about awakening to the
[this is where the beautiful words were]
i was so warm and tired
i didn't want to get up
and grab a pen and paper
and this morning i woke up to my alarm
hit my snooze 4 times
and i rolled over and was awakened by
the absence of beautiful words
why do the muses torment me
at night in bed
when they know i'm lazy and tired
when i don't want to be a writer
they whisper to me
right now at my desk
i'rn drawing pictures
but i put a pad of paper
by my bed
to trick them tonight.
gers. He turned the stare on Jerry and
Fitz, her companions on either side, for
trying to read her arms.
A good editing job is hard to hold
down, even for a girl who loves writing so
much she can't stop.
"I don't believe in this psycho-freakual
nonsense. 1 don't care how compelled
you feel to be artistic. This is a profes-
sional workplace and you'll abide by OUI
rules or go find someone else's rules to
break."
She nodded to that, and said "Yes, sir;
1understand, sir." She walked out of the
room and said "Screw him," followed by
less savory terminology. She got to her
cubicle and filled out her resignation
poetry
by hand, faster than he could ever do
with her official notice of discharge. She
glanced at her computer screen, smiled,
and read aloud. "Bite me."
It's one thing to be fired by a boss
because of continual shortcomings, and
another to resign because of workplace
discrimination. As much as that's just
working the system, it makes a difference,
Hey,Marie, look on the bright side.
You had that job for six months and no
one knew a thing.
Half a year. What a record.
'i16Hag:Hat:UH,
by camilla bekuls
They say stars are suns in other galaxies,
generating light and heat by nuclear fusion,
the moon reflects the sun's light,
and the rain is condensation that falls from the clouds,
I say stars are sparks from the sun, floating in the galaxy
they fall and fade, If you swing high enough at night
you can catch one just before it fizzles to ash and smears charcoal on your palm.
I say the moon is a mirror that cracks and breaks,
its pieces sparkle and fall out, crystal shard by shard,
fixed once a month it becomes round and whole again
when the earth sees itself in yellow reflection,
I say the rain on the roof is a jazz band,
Shake Down the Stars and Old Devil Moon swing on tin.
I say you can see the air on hot days when you walk through it
and it ripples like a skipping stone on a smooth lake.
r say the birch trees whisper in the night, leaves ruslling their secrets
and shaking their shivering arched white necks
while the wind speaks through the wind chimes hanging above a white washed deck,
translating quietly the laughter of a tickling breeze.
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by carl erickson
He gently brushes the sleeve of her jacket,
a modest sign of long held affections.
Together they toss bread crumbs, white as their hair,
to the ducks that dwell just below.
Ureathing in the crisp autumn air,
we take our seats on a stone wall, our feet
dangling in the five-foot drop. The moon
is waning. Last Friday it was full-the
"hunter's moon" my dad had informed me.
But now its light is less prominent and
covered by wisps of thin clouds that are
continually taking on new shapes. Nor-
mally a beautiful scene, it is almost Hal-
loween and so we let our minds wander
and become creative.
I pull the cigars from my pocket,
honey berry backwoods, the best cheap
cigars you can buy. She pulls out the
lighter. Between the two of us we had
no lighter so this one, like always, was
borrowed from her brother, who told us
backwoods are the best cheap cigars
you can buy.Trying to block the night
breeze in order to get a good flame is
hard, and so we jump the five feet to the
grass below and use the stone wall as a
wind block. Perfect. But something gets
us laughing and even though we have a
good flame I can't inhale long enough to
actually light the cigar in my hands.
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He holds the match gently,
Caressing last week's crumpled newspaper
With the sharp yellow flicker
That soon embraces
Faded ribs
Of his father's corn crib,
The one he inherited with the acreage.
I wonder, as they watch and abide, if
they sense my own heedful gaze.
The sky is somber, but rain will not come.
The storm will hold back a moment longer
to linger along the rail,
to breathe
to stand
to be.
Daylight dwindles for the man and his love,
the birds will return tomorrow.
He assists her in taking her seat once more,
in the chair which helps and hinders.
Volunteer firefighters watch,
Hoses at their feet,
Protecting the new house
And barn full of neat rows of equipment,
Imagining they can stop the blaze
If it gets out of control.
Jealously, the ravenous flames
Lick the chipped red boards
That used to hold
Food for a nation's hungry mouths,
Vnsatisfied until all has been consumed
And reduced to grey-black ash.
The leaves crunch beneath them, their life all but
gone,
it is time now to return
home.
Composer. We
light them. We sit,
backs against the
wall.
Fir:tl:we discuss
the'iveather, be-
cause this is what our Midwest upbring-
ings have taught us to do. It has not taught
us to light cigars without laughing.
"It's incredibly nice out for 11 o'clock
at night."
"Especially since it's almost November."
"I know, we usually have snow by now."
"Maybe it will hold offuntil alter finals
and we can enjoy another cigar around
then?"
Laughter.
"My roorrunates don't think this is
right-that I'm here smoking cigars with
you ... "
And we take another drag trying to
figme out how to hold the thing in our
fingers. We don't want to look like we're
smoking cigarettes and we don't want it
to look like we're smoking pot. We pro-
ceed with caution.
Roorrunates. And the conversation
continues and is freer and we do another
thing our Midwest upbringings have
taught us to do and we do it well-gossip.
I didn't know one of her roommates
didn't like me or that her other roommate
non-fiction
was dating an older guy. She didn't know
one of my roommates had never baked
anything before and that we had to walk
her through making a cake from a box.
We talk about some guys we know. I
talk about a few she doesn't know and
the possibility that she should know at
least one of them. We talk about who our
siblings had dated, how that ended. And
our cigars are at the end but we know the
weather is too nice not to smoke another,
but mostly we know there are more
people to talk about.
Lighter.We fumble.We laugh. And
the backwoods on our lips loosen them
somehow.
-t don't know why I'm going to tell you
this."
And I take a drag and look at her,
"We're smoking cigars."
She proceeds.
A story about her and a youth pastor
and he was married.
t take a drag.
Two kids, good reputation, hall of
farner at his college.
She takes a drag.
pWhen he's recognized at her high
school the kids stand up and cheer and
she has to go to the bathroom to throw up.
A drag.
He kissed her and emailed her and
called her and she told him he was mar-
ried, that he was her youth pastor.
We know we shouldn't, but we light
another cigar and
She told her brother and he wanted to
kill him-he'd trusted him-they all had.
We take a drag
And there was counselinq and break-
ing and rebuilding and she doesn't want
to trust men but she knows she can.
She takes a drag.
I tell her she must continue to tell her
story, that it will free someone else. I take
9:e boy was to meet up with his
friend in a driveway and ride down to the
end of the street marked No Outlet. Their
neighborhood was being developed, and
there were Me or three deep basement
foundations being dug out. Looming
backhoes. Big machines and big holes.
Men's work. They had been keeping tabs
on it together all summer.
No place for kids, the boy's Mom said.
He told this to his friend, but he laughed.
No way you're gonna listen to your
Mom, are you? he said.
They rode down the long, slight
incline that was once part of an old
highway coming into town. The boy fol-
lowed his friend, who had his feet up on
the cross bars like an insect, showing
skill. He tried to put his up just the same,
but his bike wobbled from side to side,
too close to the ditches. How did he do
it? Corn on the right and a few houses
on the left. Just before the big right turn,
their feet came back to the pedals in
unison.
As they saddled off and laid their
bikes down, they looked up. Yes sir. One,
a drag and she nods and we are sick to
our stomachs because we just smoked
three cigars and we know tomorrow our
mouths will taste awful and we don't care.
It's nice enough to sit outside in late
October in Iowa and smoke cigars.
And this night, as Imake my way back
across campus to my apartment, Iam at
peace and my stomach aches and Iam
at peace and Ifeel Imight pass out and
I am at peace. Before we part, her and I,
we notice the trees and our hearts say, "I
need that kind of beauty to happen in me"
and we know it has and we know it will.
Ichange into my pajamas and stuff my
smoky clothes into a Wal-Mart sack to
appease my sleeping roommate, who will
inevitably wake up and I pray it's not to
two, three holes as big as houses. The SWl
was on its way down, and no workers to
be seen. Only big blue tarps. and skid
loaders that probably went around by
themselves late at night when no one was
looking. Business. Jobs. Adult things.
The words were not spoken, but they
both knew what they had come here for.
They were going in.
One crew had left a ladder in place,
the top barely poking out of the black
dirt of the large square hole, as big as the
house soon to be built over it. The boy
looked at his friend.
Do it, you have to. I'm not.
Scared?
I don't know.
I'm not either.
His friend walked right over to the
edge. Guts, the boy thought. He put his
back to the hole and began working his
way down. The boy, shaking, followed
him to the edge, not too close. Scanning
up and down the street. No cars. The
walls of the hole perfectly straight and
cut, like a deep box. His friend smiling up,
eyes wide.
Look! his friend said, who was halfway
down the ladder. He had the top of it
bouncinq back and forth, up off the lip
of the hole and rattling as it came back
down,hard.
Quit it!
Idiot, he thought.
What? Never jumped on a ladder
honorable mention fiction
the smell of smoke. I crawl into bed and
I smile and almost cry and I think of my
friend and how tonight we both realized a
powerful recipe for commwtication:
Start safe-with talk about the weather.
Then gossip-build trust through
handing over scandalous stories.
Light cigars.
Laugh.
And share your hearts' stories that
have been broken.
Get sick to your stomachs-and don't
care.
Care deeply.
Do it again before finaIs--even if
roommates disagree.
before? I'll show you how when you get
down here.
Yeah,okay.
His friend and the ladder were bOWlC-
ing even higher now. The boy didn't know
what to think about his bravery now. He
turned around to look up the road behind
him. The thought of a work truck coming
their way over the hill.Turning back, no
sight of his friend now. Too far down.
(
A bunch more rattling, and a thud in
the dirt below his feet.
He had to inch closer to the edge to
see down. His friend, looking small down
there, in a clump.
Ican't move it man, his friend said,
grabbing near his twisted knee. No one
else around. Drab sky. He looked down
at his friend and the fallen ladder, saying
nothing.
He turned around, back toward the
bikes. His head numb and tingly. Hey,
his friend pleaded, from out of the hole.
Whatchya gonna do?
What he did was stood his bike up and
rode straight to his house up the hill. Now
alone, it seemed longer and harder. A car
passed and he pedaled harder, eyes wet.
When he got home, he didn't tell his mom.
He didn't' know why not.
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by kiley seligman
'DH. th.e. PIhAi Pa.g..e. at-
dlt.g. 1kaLL~, 11-3-06
by nate yeters
Capitalist slags,
Toting their bags,
Dragging from town to town,
June 24, 2007
6A.M.
Last night I sat, alone,
on a black-sand beach,
watching this blazing sunset
of auburn, honey, and crimson
disappear behind the shadow
of a distant island.
Minding their business,
Preparing for Christmas,
Buying Victoria's Secret night gowns,
But enough stuff,
Is never enough,
For these old chaps you see,
It reminded me of her.
"Isn't God miraculous?"
she would have said,
But I saw nothing-
except a mass of Hydrogen and Helium
going behind a latent volcano.
In this mindless race,
To keep up with the pace,
No one can quench the unending taste,
For excess and luxury.
Still, I began to blink
back unbidden tears.
An invisible hand
silently clenched my heart.
As I wiped tears from
my weathered cheeks,
the sun breathed
its last breath of the day,
shooting two beams of light
into the azure sky. Its two hands
reached across the ocean
and past the darkness around me.
poetry
IrdL'A.~
by chris white
Small young
green flowers
in a pot
lean with the light.
The farmhand
turns the pot in fourths
several times a day,
just to watch them
turn and find
the sun,
it is their enjoyment.
I broke,
This beach's normally volatile ocean
calmed into a seascape of rolling waves,
the blue shades of depth blurred
through my flooded eyes.
He takes the pot
from the cold windowsill
each night, after their star
goes finally down.
Low growing
and not yet purple.
He turns them at the table
as they steadily yearn
with the lamp, yellow above.
Stroking them,
two leaves for each stem:
a green carpet for his hand.
How nice it would be
to be turned and to lean,
to know only four directions
and their warmth.
At 9 o'clock
the sun gave up and pulled
its hands back in,
letting the night surround me.
But I sat there for hours.
Relishing the crickets chirp,
the cool, dry breeze,
the lap of the black waves,
and the stillness of the night.
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BY BRITTA KALTENBACH
good wolf and
her words were
pretty.
"Lilly lilac
MARIELLE SAUERWEIN love:' she told
the stream, and it
gurgled like a throat. "Live lemon-flower
love."
Then she straightened, and rubbed
her red shoulders with one rough palm.
Likemost everything else, everything but
the bright-colored birds, the stream had
no appreciation for a good set of words.
Buther parents did, and so she
skipped back to the house in the heart
of the tree-covered hill, and came inside.
She came to the bedside and stroked her
beautiful mama's cheek. It was a white
cheek, just a little concave, limp.
There was no response.
Thorn stepped around to her papa,
fixed the covers under his chin like she'd
seen her marna do, and touched his
~e yard was poorly tended crab
grass, as Dad worked hard during the
summer; it was thick and made a squeak-
ing noise when you pressed it between
your fingers and blew. Outside the front
door of the yellow house, off the small
front porch painted barn red, was a rect-
angular log fiowerbed, painted brown
to match the trim of the old Ranch-style.
There weren't usually flowers in the flow-
erbed, Momwas too busy at work to plant
them-she told us it was called a flower-
bed because the flowers were sleeping
under the dirt. In the summer, when our
babysitter would bring us home from an
afternoon at the public pool just on the
other side of the park, not even a block
away,we would get to eat popsicles
outside and ride our bikes until Mom got
home from work.
One day we came home and mom was
already there, she got offwork early as
a surprise! All three of us kids were so
excited to spend some unexpected time
with Mom. She also had another surprise,
hidden behind the "L" shaped counter
that divided our dining room, kitchen
and family room. I followed my little sister,
Trista, around to the dining room side
and there was the biggest watermelon I
ever saw!
Tkorn.
BY HANNAH LOIS
~e remembered, mostly, that
her name was Thorn, and that she was
five. She didn't lmow what it meant to be
five,but she couldn't remember being
anything but five. Somewhere in her
memory there was a time inwhich she
knew she'd once been four, but now she
was five, and had been for the passing of
several summers.
Thorn also remembered words. She
loved words, maybe because of the
way they scattered a treeful of birds, or
because they were her best song. She
could rumble in her throat like the silken
cats who slept in trees, and sometimes
even crow like wolves in the darlmess,
but she didn't make a good panther or a
We carved it like a pumpkin outside,
too impatient to let mom slice it up or let
her ball it into a fruit salad. After cutting a
small circular incision, just large enough
for us to fit our eager hands through,
Mom sat back and laughed as we would
squidge out handfuls of the sweet juicy
goodness. Sticky pink juice ran down our
arms, still wet from the swimming pool,
as we feasted with smiles on our faces
like the pictures of the fat king we always
saw in cartoons that held a fat turkey leg.
Then Trista started to hiccough and
accidentally swallowed a seed! Brett,my
older brother, and I teased her that a
watermelon was going to grow inside her
tummy,making her too big to fit inside
the house and she would have to sleep
outside with our cocker spaniel, Pajamas.
Mom consoled Trista, who let out a wor-
ried cry.
"Don't worry baby, watermelons grow
in.dirt, not tummiea.fThen we deduced
that Trista had not eaten any dirt that day
so she was in no danger of growing to
magnanimous sizes.
Then Brett, being the brilliant big
brother he was, thought that we should
grow our ownwatermelon in the flower-
bed, "if it's okay with the sleeping flow-
ers?" he added. "I don't think the sleep-
ing flowers would mind a watermelon for
a friend," Mommused. With mouths full of
squishy fruit, the three of us carved small
holes in the dirt with sticky fingers and
gingerly put our watermelon seeds down
for a nap.
"When will it grow?" I asked Mom.She
told me we needed to be patient. That
night, we made Dad laugh when we told
him that we were growing watermelons
in the front yard.
The next day we got to sleep in be-
cause Saturday cartoons didn't start until
9. Trista woke up first, hobbled out to the
living room with her blue stuffed rabbit
and snuggled up on Dad's stomach while
he reclined in the Lazy-Boy.Once she
woke up a bit, Dad whispered in her ear
that they needed to go and water our
watermelon seeds.
With a Dixie cup ofwater in one hand,
she held Dad's with the other as she
padded down the front steps in her red,
Pooh Bear, footie pajamas. When they
arrived, she climbed up on the bench
and saw a watermelon sitting where she
planted her seed yesterday! It was 10
times bigger than the one they got the
seeds from! Forgetting herself, she threw
the cup ofwater as she raced into the
house to wake Brett and I up. Through
sleepy eyes, we peered through the front
bay window to see the most glorious
sight we ever saw---one gi-normous
watermelon! And a we; Dad who was
laughing. ficti0rl:
cheek too. Itwas the same as mama's,
but a little warmer, a little redder. He
also did not answer, and so she told them
some of the words she'd thought of.
"Crisp collapse crunch," she mur-
mured into his ear.
He stirred a little at that, and his lips
moved but made no sound.
"I'll get you water." Thorn slipped
away again. Mama hadn't spoken in days,
or even swallowed, and when she told
Papa that his eyes dripped and he shiv-
ered. He tried to tell her things, but she
couldn't get enough water for his throat
to speak again, and so she just brought
him fruit and water without him asking.
She pulled the covers down, washed
their smooth white skin with an old rag of
.,. stream-water, and looked at the shape of
their bones. Then she pulled the covers
back, because Papa was shivering, and
she crawled on the bed between them.
Papa tried to speak again, and she
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encouraged him with another cup of
water until he was making breathy words
with his lips.
"Go away,"he said to her.
Thorn patted his hair and waited for
him to go on.
"Go away,take food, don't come back."
He breathed it in three separate exhala-
tions like that, and his face contorted.
"Where will I sleep?" She settled
into her place a little deeper, the Thorn-
shaped hollow between Mama and Papa.
Buthis eyes were dripping again, and
he was too tired. She kissed the promi-
nent part of his cheek, right below the
glittering eye, and laid down so he would
sleep.
For several hours she lay and listened
to the wind moving the biggest tree
above them. Itwas picking up, now,like
a storm was coming. She could feel the
thunder coming, an itchy sensation be-
neath her fingernails and a fluttering just
below her neck. She was shivering too.
Papa woke again, and again tried to
speak. She gave him water, generous
cups-full, and then put her face very near
to his to listen. His breath smelled worse
than the wolves' hunting-breath, but she
did not pull away.
'ilhe weather took a sharp turn
toward winter today. I stand on the dark
campus green. Nighttime air is seeping
though my fall coat, hoodie, t-shirt. Wind
whips around my face, chilling my moist
eyeballs, and inevitably my nose starts
to run.
"DISCi"
I duck my head. After a few safe
seconds, I stand up and turn a thankful
smile to Peter. Sam's family is here for
Parent Weekend. Darlene and Stewart,
Jacob and his wife Tabitha, Peter, Aaron
and his girlfriend Bri, and Luke.Carl and
Lizcouldn't make it this time. It is 11:00
on a cold Friday night and what do the
Galloway Boyswant to do? Play disc golf.
I shiver as I pick up my disc.
"Aim to the right." Sam coaches.
My disc flies off ... to the left. I trudge
"Go away,"he told her again, by which
she saw that he really did intend her to
leave. Still,a little waiting yielded more
words from him. "Find a new bed. Find
mothers and fathers."
She always remembered that he'd
said that, but like so many things he
said, it made no sense. Thorn assumed
that mothers and fathers - of her sort of
animal, anyway - always made no sense.
Because her papa told her to go, she
did go. She was apprehensive to leave
the nice dark house under the trees, but
when Papa said something she was sup-
posed to do it. She was just like the rac-
coons in that way,except that her papa
did not cuff her if she disobeyed, and she
did not disobey.
She also took food with her, though
there was not very much worth taking
in the house. She took her own little
blanket, so that her new bed would also
be comfortable. Her blanket was musty
with darkness, in some places streaked
near black, and in others blue as the sky.
Itwas the softest and most beautiful thing
she'd ever touched, except maybe her
mother's fine yellow hair and white skin.
Papa said more things to her before
she left, but she did not remember them
over to find
it, scolding
myself for the
pitiful throw.
KORVER !;purposely
slosh and
dIag my feet
through the thin dusting of leaves. The
rustle delights so I slosh, scuff, and kick
a little more. Sometime I should make
a recording of this sound and play it
while drinking hot apple cider. Why isn't
there Fallmusic? We have Christmas and
Summer songs, but nothing for Fall.
Aaron's disk lands next to mine and he
joins me. I kick a few leaves over his way
and say,"I love the sound leaves make."
"Yeah,I do too."
"Do you know that I have never jumped
in a pile of leaves."
''You're kidding!"
"I wish Iwas; leaves don't fall in South-
ern California."
Aaron bends over and stretches his
arms down. His fingers spread out like a
comb. He rakes them through the grass,
pushing the crunchinq leaves through his
honorable mention non-fiction
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a
all. He assured her that he did not need
her to bring him fruit and to wash him,
and neither did Mama. He said one of his
no-sense things, "I love you," and his eyes
dripped more.
Then, when she kissed his cheek in
farewell, he gathered the crusty remains
of his voice and cried "Thorn, Thorn" like
a trapped crow.
Her throat started to hurt, and so she
turned and marched away.
The easiest mother to find was the
leopard, hall-awake with her long body
almost hiding feathery kittens. Thorn
came up and entreated her with the
highest mewling she could manage, and
eventually the leopard mother let her lay
down in the leopard bed, and sleep with
her head on the spotted side.
Itwas another bed and another
mother like Papa had asked. Thorn sang
to them, and they accepted her song.
Thorn unfolded her streaked blanket
and spread it over herself and the kittens.
Then she slept.
fiction
wide-spread legs. He repeats the motion.
It takes me a few moments to realize what
he is doing. Bythe third comb, I bite my
lip and bend over to copy him.
We madly slash our hands through the
leaves looking like frenzied baboons. My
head is down, but soon I sense the pres-
ence ofBrLA few combs later, I notice
Peter next to me; eventually even Sam
and Luke stop their disc throwing to join.
My fingers shake. They feel frozen
from touching the cold moist ground. But
my excitement won't allow them to take a
break and warrn up in my coat pocket.
Gold and mustard, fire red, orange
with peach tips, a starburst of yellow
in the center, brown-layer and layer of
fleshy brown.Warped, rough, poky, and
pointy, the leaves crack and rip, mesh-
ing into one tremendous pile. The peak
of our creation caves in slightly like a
volcano. Sloping sides gradually reach
the qround. The leaves slide, pooling like
lava at the base. I step back and stare at
the mountain of leaves. We all do. It is a
silencing view.
Sam gives me a nudge, "Jump in.You
never have before."
I bite my lip again and realize that I do
not know how to jump in a pile of leaves.
Is it like jumping into a pool? Should I
cannonball? There is ground underneath,
that could hurt. Is it like mud sliding?
Do I need to close my eyes? All of these
questions-there is only one way to get an
answer. I look over at Bri and say, "Let's
jump in together."
"Ok."
We both lean forward to take our
marks, preparing for the sprint and
hurdle that will carry us into the earth's
fall party.
"One, two, THREE!"
My arms touch the leaves first, then my
face makes contact; I feel a rough scratch
on my cheek. In a roll the rest of my body
7A,g., UUH.C.i
by hera faye fredericksen
A bleached and polished bone
Lying lonely,
Begs beside the path.
meets the pile, my chest, stomach, legs,
and feet all sink in. The leaf pile envelops
me in an embrace. I am completely cov-
ered-I can feel leaves creeping down my
pants, tickling my bare ankles, sneaking
into my scarf, one even makes its home in
my ear. It is much louder than I expected.
As I invaded the silently beautiful pile, my
ears were met with the sound of a crack-
ling fire; branches snap and the leaves
rub against each other like sand paper.
I haven't taken a breath yet, so when
I quickly stand up and crawl out, I feel
light headed. Through pants I exclaim,
"That was so much fun!"
Peter looks at me with his arms
crossed. "You were lying in a pile of
death."
My panting ceases; my euphoric
thoughts stop. Death. I just smiled, sighed,
and swam in the ashes of the trees. This
thought sticks on me as I watch everyone
else take turns jumping in the disheveled
pile. When it is my turn again, I slide into
the pile and roll over onto my back. I let
myself lie there, and this time I remem-
ber to breathe. Deep breaths. My nostrils
fill with the musty smell of the decay. As
I join with the earth, I am enveloped in
death. Yet I have never felt more alive.
~ dhua.Jt.e.
by camilla bekuis
Once I was a part of something alive.
Lost as a mystery fragment
Of a being that ran
And breathed
And did
And was.
Its grooves and undulations remember -
Parts made for holding on
To living ligaments,
Anchors for folds of flesh,
Pulsing and pulling with purpose.
How did your living leave you?
Was flesh torn away by gnashing teeth?
Or did it just give up,
Lie down, decay, let go?
Does it matter?
Face it as you will,
With bitterness, lament,
Regret,
Still you, white bone,
Can't grow yourself back into life.
My soul shudders
With the cold longing
Of a piece out of place.
But I have no breath for dry bones
Or mine would not rattle so.
poetry
~
by ke&ey carrol!
Vivid color vignettes
back of the eyes
in front of my pillow.
Instant slow motion replay
in the night.
This morning's feet
shuffle in slush
and ache curled and folded
into Philosophy's desk chair,
ironed out again at period's end.
Today's wind hurls crystals
at my numb face (
and lunch's hot chocolate
warms my fingers and tingles
my tongue with marshmallow creme-
melting like the snow outside isn't
on the sidewalk I slide to class on.
But tonight's sheets thaw out,
and my pillow isn't sliding anywhere,
Only the color vignettes slip away
into the corner of my pillowcase.
What is she searching for inside his voice!
She has been with his body for almost three years
and yet is still surprised by the ringing of the phone
each night. She still listens for the silence, tracing his
face with the memory of her fmget-feeling for the jaw line
she has felt a thousand times, His lips are soft and dry, then
they are cracked and wet r Each night he listens
and she listens and silently they wonder what can
be in each others mouths still to find.
His voice is the same and
there is something unfamiliar in it still.
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HANNAH LOISBY
9"hese worlds that we make, that
thrive in our heads - we do not live there.
We visit-we are honored guests-and
maybe we feel at home, but it isn't home. I
catch myself walking through doors with-
out opening them, reaching out to hold
your hand and finding that it is not solid,
and/am.
I was writing Kurt again, and I hadn't
meant to.
I never mean to, but especially not
this time. I'd sworn off all characters that
would step out and kiss me, and for some
years had written a lot of Prince Charm-
ings and a veritable horde of bastard
types.
But here I was, sitting in front of the
page, in that crucial moment where his
name first appeared. I knew I had to
name him Kurt, but I wasn't giving in.
That's how it is sometimes, that I'm stub-
born, but I never win. One can never win.
With the file saved, Itook a walk to try
and absorb possible male names. 1met
four Johns and a couple of Mikes, one
Andy and some Kyles. A Sean, even. It
didn't fit. Ishould have known better. I
did know better.
There never was a boy. I knew a
couple of Kurts in kindergarten, and they
left behind their name with the idea of a
grin, but it wasn't a big deal. No little-girl
crushes, nothing. Even through middle
school, when I told my friends we were
dating, not even myparents had seen a boy
named Kurt in years.
Ieven slept on it. That was my second
mistake-first thinking I could escape
it, then sleeping on it. For people like
me, sleeping is not being still and blank
for eight hours. Sleeping is closing my
eyes in one world and opening them in
another.
He was waiting for me when Iwoke.
He'd grown up, just like Ihad, and
changed, too. His hair wasn't striking
black any more, and he didn't have a
nice tan. His hair was mousey brown-I'd
tried so hard to be average about it, so
this wouldn't happen-and his eyes were
a deeper brown. He didn't have a tan,
but he wasn't mystically pale either. His
smile was crooked; his hair never stayed
where he meant it to, and it curled. He
was wearing jeans and a grey shirt, sup-
posedly nondescript.
He was polite, almost awkward,
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a
to go outside for once.
"Jess ... Jess, sweetie, what's wrong?"
Mandy didn't know the story. Noone
knew, except my parents, an unsympa-
thetic therapist, and maybe some friends,
if reading streams of emo poetry makes
them know anything. Okay, not the
friends.
"Mandy, can 1 ... have a drink of water?"
Ididn't stutter when Iwas upset, just
closed my eyes and spoke slowly. Kurt
would stutter.
With a wide-eyed nod, she rose and
left.
Iflew to the mirror. Full-length mirror;
I'd finally felt safe to get one after four
years. Istared at myself, red-faced, damp,
pitifully small. "Kurt?"
There wasn't even the shadow of a
movement on the other side. Iplayed all
the childhood tricks to try and get even
a ghostly glirruner, but ... nothing. "Kurt!"
Just quiet enough that Mandy wouldn't
hear.
Then 1 lost it again, screaming and
smashing the glass, just like Idid when
1was sixteen, breaking the mirror and
then hitting it with my hands until I dis-
solved to the ground.
It didn't work, of course. Kurt always
hovered behind the glass and told me to
leave, but all I could see was him any more.
I looked atmy room and it looked like the
fake side. I didn't think I was too real for
my worlds; I thought they were more real
than anything else I'd ever seen. Colors
more saturated, noises louder and more
distinct, the air thicker and clearer.
Without Mandy, Icould have bled
away right there. But I didn't, and Ihad to
wake up again, and 1had to wake up in a
hospital.
Not the first time inmy life.
My hands hurt so much ...
There was a man hovering around my
bed, and for a moment Ithought he was a
friend. I'd seen his chocolate eyes some-
where, that green sweater. Iwasn't really
certain what was going on; Iwas drugged
up pretty well.
My mind fished around for a name,
and Isaid it before Irealized. "Kurt?"
"Pardon?" His eyes snapped to my
face, and 1 realized I didn't know them.
The ones 1knew weren't that deep.
Oh.
"You feeling okay?" He was wearing a
nametag. It said "David."
"Your name is David?"
"Yeah."
honorable mention fiction
I closed my
eyes, started
laughing, which
was also crying.
while I woke up.
"That's not fair:' The words were out of
my mouth as soon as something like ar-
ticulation struck. "I haven't even named
you."
"You know what my name is." He
couldn't quite look me in the eye.
Iswore at him. Loudly.
He flinched.
"C'mon, you have to be kidding."
He shook his head, eyes on his bare
hairy feet.
"You can't! Itold you to leave!" I
wanted to throw something at him, now
that Iwas sitting up and could maybe
aim a little, but there was nothing violent
enough at hand.
"You didn't want me to leave."
Ifound the alarm clock, tore it out of
the wall, hurled it at him. "You're freak-
ing grunge! You're not even pretty! You
broke my heart, dammit!" Islammed my
hand on the bedside table, and it hurt so
much Ialmost woke up.
We used to do everything together. I
pulled him out to sit with me and do home-
work; mymother never understood why I
kept two chairs pulled up to my desk. He
made me pretty things, but he could never
bring them over; they'd shiver and melt
as I watched. We both liked action movies,
and he thought my hair was prettier than
anyone's.
He dodged the alarm clock.
"You're not real! Iam real!"
He dodged the lamp, too-now all we
had was sunlight through my heavy cur-
tains. "That didn't stop you from loving
me, did it?"
Ihit the table again, screaming, then
the walls, until the pain really did wake
me up - pain and my tlatmate.
She was holding my wrists and crying.
There was blood everywhere - up my
arms, the wall, the sheets.
Ihadn't been this bad since High
School. High School, when Imet a boy at
school who liked me, and Icouldn't get
Kurt through the mirror.
He wasn't trying to come. 1b this day I
know he was jealous. I'd made him madly
possessive, because I thought that meant
he loved me. But then even he told me to
stop writing about him, to stop visiting him,
=
"Jessica?"
"Jess. You're supposed to call me Jess."
I felt his hand on my shoulder. "Are
you okay?"
The first answer choked, and then I
managed, in a sob, to say, "Yeah,"
"Jess?"
But I was falling asleep.
I close my eyes and wake somewhere
else. Sometimes, when Iwake in the real
world, I don't know the difference. I don't
know how much of him I dreamt, and
how much of him was real. But I know his
place and my place in the mirror of the
worlds, he on his side and me on mine.
Untimately, this is my side of the
mirror. The other side is just a reflection.
Myhand will only pass through his, but if
I turn around, I'll find the real hand.
So it is with you. So it will always be.
'iTtue..H.i:.fJ. 'iTou.JA
by laura jacobson
Every time I pass that storm drain now,
down cement steps and
next to the basement door, I remember
the wealth that once I uncovered
from its dark cave.
Twenty toads
we dug up,
prying off its plastic cover,
peeling away soggy leaves,
grubby hands groping
for every last one,
counting each with pride, delight.
I could cradle three or four baby toads
in my own youthful hands
and marvel at their awkward warts
through my fingers' cracks.
We stacked the twenty in a giant jar
and peered through its glass
at our treasure, the tangle of toads,
propelled by skinny legs, ricocheting
from side to side to bottom to side
like pinballs.
:/e.JVJ // [J/-C!tI ..We.JI}
by steve mahr
Hark! The herald angels sing:
Jesus was bom a Mexican!
Walked on water' cross the Rio Grande,
Spent 40 days in the Sonoran.
Devil came and tempted him;
Dared him to be an American;
Called Jesus an alien.
Then Jesus said,
(in Mexican)
"You're right I am
A stranger in a foreign land.
I've come to save my children,
Poor and hungry,
From evil men,"
But the devil only spoke American.
C'Didn't understand Jesus' jabberin'.
So he sent Jesus back from where he began,
And built a giant wall
so that would never happen again ...
... Thank God!
poetry
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by kelsey carroll
was 8 months from yesterday
although that's not
entirely true
it was when i tasted
my mom's cheesecake
after watching her take hours
to prepare it
it was when i sat in the woods
by myself
for 24 hours
with only water to
sustain me
it was when I held that baby girl
and smelled the powder
on top of her soft head
it was when i wrote that paper
my junior year of high school
and read it out loud
over and over
because in the words i heard
you're a writer
poetry
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it was the first kiss
not because of chemicals firing
but because of the way
his hand was gently resting
on my back
it was the first time
i realized my dad needed
to hear the words
you're good at what you do
just as much as i do
it was that night i first tasted wine
on the side of a mountain
by a cool creek in Montana
it was the first time
i heard
you're beautiful
and felt the words
pulse through me
it was when i drove
barefoot
listening to nora jones
with windows down
it was the first time
i really watched
my grandpa laugh
It was when i jumped
in the ocean
and tasted the salt
on my lips
it was the first time
i read
really great poetry
It was when I left
for college
all i owned in
my backseat
it was when I fell
on some ice and i lay
in the snow
a minute or two
to feel the coldness become
a part of me
it was when i hugged
that little girl in jamaica
and didn't know her name
it was yesterday
it was today
it was this life I'm living
and i can't pinpoint it
and
I don't want to
and i will experience it
anew tomorrow
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by hera. faye fredericksen
thrust into the spotlight on all fours by a night vision camera,
you wore your father's name and nothing more on your skinny frame
when you entered the tabloid pages posing as history
and they love you, those men in dark rooms,
all teeth and hands and hunger, you fed them your flesh,
your face, white hands and thighs gone all to scraps, you let them in.
so maybe my father was right to hide me away,
locked doors and tower walls to keep the dogs at bay,
his treasure lying near to the heart that beat it down.
trinity of windows and a cross in the bath-house -
I let the lover of my soul into the sanctuary of my skin,
and my father discovered a suitor he could not shut out,
a Spirit that brought out the demon in him,
for you see, Paris, love was one edge of the sword he wielded at me,
men's love in possession, always a threat- destroy what you cannot preserve.
or preserve through destruction the family name, taken in vain (infamy is still fame)
dishonor thy father and mother for a moth-eaten inheritance, (
they held your face on screens flickering like the torches my skin sizzled against.
trapped in our Towers, you say you found release through God
from twenty-two days in a cage, returned to a gilded home
with mommy and daddy welcoming you into their arms and their Escalade.
my prayers opened the very rock, but escape landed me
on my father's blade. the divine hand was too slow-
my head struck the ground before the lightning struck daddy.
the icon-painters put the lightning in my hands now,
so if your father almighty condones this desecration of the body,
I will lend you the power to strike it all down, this graven image of man
for in the image of God we were created, female.
so tear down the towers, cages and pedestals,
build your altar with your own stained hands.
and maybe it's only a legend, but just wait and see how true it is
when the tabloids crumble your image to dust, when the trust fund runs out,
when they're done with you, Paris.
honorable mention poetry
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aIowa Allen Ginsberg is on my desk naked and I'm fully clothed.
I might ask him to stay permanently February 2, 2007, for free.
I'm not !Tyingto sound difficult.
Iowa what are you to Sierra Leone or L.A?
Damn it I hate
footbalL
I dreamed of the prairie while lying in corn as a kid pondering nudity. by nate taM
Iowa I've lost my sense of God.
Give back your grass!
I'll sundance down your county roads to the holy redwoods.
All I remember from camp is war dressed as a little blond girl crying her sins into a microphone.
Iowa I'm sick of your careless moral bombs.
Stop giving hallowed cows and pregnant university girls diseased minds.
Iowa I sue you for the worth of your land-raped Kosmos,
for the price of all methamphetamines and church bulletins!
Iowa I can't remember the last time I threw up.
When will you read Al jezeerah news and pretend to be Red
for fun?
I take the idea of communism seriously,
Does anybody really write poetry to sound tricky?
I have a Gollum filled mind, a heart for Iowa.
Forget that failed farmer's tan and sit yourself still; you've always lived in town.
Iowa you should use your grandma fingers on type-writers,
write to the American soldier Joel Micah Ribbey when his baby is born,
whether or not he bears guns for you
in Iraq.
I'll never pay attention to gas prices or use product in my hair, OIL R.I.P!I
Iowa you have a confederate train engineer uncle who eats Chinese.
Iowa how can white flight be reality in your teenage metropolis?
"It's them that want us dead. We're nearly overruned with 'em. They gettin' paid to go to school an' play, an' my boy rides the bench.
I ain't prejudice or nothin'v.Just saying it ain't fair."
Iowa I live in you, in a dilapidated dorm, with eighty men who never speak your name.
We like to believe a group shower, unlike in PE class, is a place
for religion and crying.
I am so unsure of my own kind.
Iowa I once went nearly a month without sexual release,
Iowa I want to tell Fredrick Manfred's ghost our acre of Siouxland is emptied
of all true blood Yankton and Dakota and Conquering Horse is still 'No Name:
Iowa divine-right psychosis is an identity complex your blue co!lars might have,
having missed the sixties, mothers worship Christ in a borderline mega church with paintings of one room chapels crucified to the foyer
waiL In her eightieth year Eileen has every hymn memorized and her tatty voice hums all angelic like chicken incubators, happy as
Buddha, but there is a run on sentence worth of
enlightened Maharishi Vniversity of Management "transparent eyeball" students seeking Emersonian transcendence down south.
Iowa I fear satan too,
I would like to write of "watermelon summer" or "band-aid-children" or "autumn bridges" or blessed Asian beetles or saving hymns.
But, Iowa, your children call cottonwood seeds "tree poop"
Field of Dreams is a lie.
Iowa, although you talk like Tom Brokaw, a republican botfly has got you
by the throat and minimum wage is no factor.
Iowa I suggest you smoke a pipe.
Vproot some silos transplant sequoias in the hole,
I read Tikkun magazine religiously in a liJtle red apartment.
Iowa ask Pocahontas to massage your scalp while you curse corn.
Iowa I realize you own me.
You taught me (when I was child obsessed with dinosaurs) John 3:16,
but recycling was a mystery.
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•Iowa we rodents of the academy purgatory your options, we
who send illegal copies of Martin luther King' s anti-Vietnam
sermon to
poetry
The White House
1600 Pennsylvania Avenue NW
Washington, DC 20500
whose hate for red white & BlVE terror is Texas big
who notice triplets frequent both DNA and rock and roll
whose esoteric banter births mystic traditions
of fire and verse in the snows of Vernal Equinox
of running across campus naked and afraid.
This is not "shock and awe" literature.
I could not publish in New York or Northumberland.
Iowa your high school is a spelling class.
BEER is the only word,
Iowa your locusts are grasshopper politicos with mob mentality.
I suggest we bards fashion our education after their model.
Ginsberg is reciting Revelation 12:18-'Then the dragon took his stand / on the sand
of the seashore"-frantically smiling through endless beard.
Dylan's celestial remarks rain down hard.
Iowa I hobo myself to his every inflection.
Why should I speak when better men have eternally sung?
Iowa I've been powdered orange and blue in Dutch factory paint
125 degrees in a 5 by 8 foot metal coffin
for $8" with crusty divorced addicts and future machinists
for your tractors and combines and omnipresent
bread machine,
Iowa I did not lose my virginity in a car on the coop's gravel road.
Iowa there are too many herons in poetry.
Where are all the damn eagles, and why are your amphibians deformed? f
Iowa you wear Emesto Che Guevara on your t-shirt,
such handsome evil and justice.
Everybody loves motorcycle gospels.
I am a 21-year-old pacifist.
I am constantly violent and on edge in my quietude.
Iowa I know nothing of truth but you.
Iowa I dreamed my friend from India was an "Indian" shaman.
He wore a bison head and spoke of conquistadors enslaved to Jews.
Whitey is so confused.
Iowa why couldn't you make the team:
not a Great Plain state,
Rocky Road and no Rockies,
no metropolitan vacuum,
your suburbs aren't sterile,
few lakes, no majestic trees.
Iowa you have baby bearing hips.
Iowa you climax the agriculture of minds.
Iowa you are a deer in the headlights of progress.
Iowa your food chain is man, pig, pig, cow, chicken
and com, corn, com, corn, beans.
I'm losing it to your cadence.
This has nothing to do with Henry Ford.
You're a drive through country Iowa, but the train still approaches.
It pulses slow and steady in crossbar veins for boys
awaiting lincoln's annihilation with:
Iowa! Iowa! Iowa! Iowa! Iowa!
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w~itFor It positioned my hands at tenand two on the steeringwheel. After shifting into
reverse, he placed one
calloused hand over mine
and the other on the seat
back as he backed out of
the driveway. Dad's hands were always a
fascination to us. Every day after work-
ing as a diesel mechanic, he'd come in
and scrub them clean, but he could never
get rid of the grease that had stained his
fingerprint whorls and embedded itself
under his nails. Brian and I searched his
hands and fingers every night looking
for new cuts or burns that he might have
gotten while working on semi trucks that
day. We were always impressed at dinner
when he could grab the tinfoil-wrapped
baked potato that had just corne out of
the oven and not burn his hands. He had
tough hands.
Once on the dusty gravel road he gave
the pickup a little gas, then turned the
wheel over to me. Or at least temporar-
ily over to me. I never could manage
to keep it going straight. I'd always be
hearing, "Drive straight, Betsy!" which
would be followed by his straighten-
ing it out and then turning it over to me
again. My early driving lessons always
took place on the gravel roads and later
Dad and I would go on aimless drives
throughout the countryside, talking and
singing along with the radio as he taught
me what to do and what not to do when
driving.
The three-mile drive to the bridge
was never quite fast enough for Brian and
me. The gravel road, with a few farms
here and there, cows in the pastures, and
corn in the fields, wasn't interesting to
us. We'd already seen it all time and
time again and the few short miles to the
bridge were just plain boring.
Upon arriving, we'd tumble out of the
pick up and immediately head to the
railing to look over. As Dad began to
set up our lines for us, I started kicking
rocks into the water. I liked how the tiny
pebbles made little ripples and hardly
any sound at all, but the bigger rocks
made a "kerplunk!" sound as they hit the
water and had much bigger ripples. De-
spite my fascination with this, it was fol-
lowed by a scolding, "Betsy!" Dad's voice
was quick, "Stop it! You're scaring away
all the fish!" I toed in a few more rocks
while looking carefully over my shoulder
to make sure Dad didn't see me. He was
focused on our fishing poles, expertly
hooking the worm onto the hook. His
head was turned downward in concentra-
tion and the sun had already made his
BY BETSY HEIBERGER
"Fishing is not an escape from life, but often
a deeper immersion into it."
-Harry Middleton
Dad worked a lot when we were
little and Mom stayed at home with us.
When he'd come home from work, Brian
and I would start at one edge of the
kitchen and run and jump into his arms.
We were so excited to see him. Dad
worked a lot of Saturdays too, so when-
ever he would be home on a weekend to
play with us it was a big deal.
One of our favorite Saturday activities
was fishing. I don't remember where we
dug for worms, but we always got them
ourselves before we went fishing. Dad
would load up the fishing rods - two little
ones for Brian and me, and a bigger one
for himself - the tackle box that I loved to
look in at all the little fake "fishiea," and a
five-gallon bucket, just in case we caught
something.
Before heading offwe had to pack the
cooler. Dad always brought a Mountain
Dew and Brian and I each had a caffeine-
free pop. This was a special treat for us.
We were hardly ever allowed to drink
pop. Also in the cooler we might get a
deer meat sandwich and some cookies.
Fishing was a big deal.
Brian and I climbed into Dad's rusty
orange and white '76 Chevy pick-up and
rolled down the window. "Bye Mommy!"
I hollered, "We're qonna bring you some
fish!" I smiled and waved enthusiastically,
my blonde pigtails catching the sunlight
streaming in the open window.
Dad jumped in, his frame lean from
riding the bike trails every morning with
Grandpa. Dad tossed the cooler to the
floor and was immediately met with our
pleadings. "Daddy please can I drive to
the bridge?"
"No, me, Daddy! Can I please drive to
the bridge!?"
Dad chuckled, "Let's see ... I think it's
Betsy's turn to drive." I scurried quickly
over Brian's legs as his mouth turned
down in a frown.
"I wanna drive." Indignation filled his
voice as he scooted to the opposite side
of the pickup.
"Next time, Bri, okay?" Dad ruffled his
blonde mop, immediately perking up his
mood.
I settled myself on Dad's lap as he
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light-sensitive prescription glasses turn
into sunglasses.
Quickly tiring of kicking in rocks,
and not wanting to scare away our fish, I
wandered over to my fishing pole. As it
always is when fishing, the current was
moving my line the slightest amount.
Unfortunately for Dad, who continually
cast my line out every time I reeled it in,
I wound up the line as quickly as I could
every time I was near it. To me, there was
always a fish on it because it was always
moving. Plus, patience has never been
my strong point.
"Betsy and Brian, leave your lines
alone," firmly Dad admonished our
impatient actions, "go down in the water
and see if you can catch any clams. If you
do, I'll open them and let you touch the
inside."
Enticed by this promise Brian and I
eagerly abandoned our fishing poles,
racing to see who could reach the shal-
low water first. Skunk Creek was low that
year-low enough that Brian and I could
go in the water without Dad worrying
about us. He looked down at us from the
bridge, his normally serious expression
turned slightly amused at the sight of our
wet shorts that carne from crouching in
the water watching for bubbling clams as
they dug deeper into the mud.
The water was cool and the rocks
smooth beneath our feet as we picked
our way to the middle of the creek. We
spread out, concentrating intensely as we
watched for the bubbles that would alert
us to start digging. Soon enough I spot-
ted a steady stream of bubbles and excit-
edly dug my fingers into the soft mud
in the center of the creek. My fingers
touched the slightly textured clam shell
hurriedly burying itself in the mud and I
struggled to grasp it tightly before it got
away from me. My small hand clamped
tightly onto the shell, and I felt it slowly
suck free of the mud as I brought it to the
surface.
"Bri! Bri! Look, Bri!I! I squealed with
delight as I held up a clam bigger than
my fist. "Daddy! I got one! Lookit me,
Daddy!"
"Good job, Bets!" Dad walked slowly
down the hill, crouched down, and pulled
his pocket knife out of his wranglers. I
splashed excitedly over to Dad and
handed him my treasure.
"Wait! Wait! I want to touch it too!"
Brian hoarsely called out and kicked up
water as he rushed over to our huddled
group. Breathlessly, Brian and I watched
as Dad deftly inserted the edge of his
knife into the shell-not too far though.
We just wanted to pry it open, not kill the
clam.
"This is a tough one, Bets," Dad applied
more pressure and we could see the
blade give the slightest bit as the clam
clamped his shell shut even tighter. Even
a strong clam was no match for Dad.
Soon enough he had the shell pried open
a little ways and held it that way with
both hands. The soft pink flesh peeked
out at us. This little pink thing was alive?
Brian and I stared dubiously. No eyes.
No mouth. "Touch it," encouraged Dad.
"Nuh uh," I shook my head adamantly,
"it's gonna get my finger if I touch it."
"It won't, I promise. See? I'm holding
it open. Just touch it." Dad held the clam
closer to me. Tentatively, I poked at the
pink flesh.
"Eww!" I shrieked, "It's slimy!" Dad
laughed and Ipoked my finger in again,
this time lingering and taking in the
smooth, although slimy, texture of this
funny little creature with no eyes or
mouth.
Brian had his turn at it, and then
Dad let the shell snap shut. Clams are
surprisingly strong for their small size;
it takes a bit of muscle to keep them
open for any amount of time. When Dad
handed the clam back to me, I turned it
over and over in my hands. I tried to pry
it back open. No luck. I wandered back
to the creek, carefully setting the clam
back in the mud. I watched, waiting for
it to dig itself in, but it sat as still as the
stones surrounding it.
Growing tired of watching a non-
moving object, I loped up the hill,
wrapped myself around Dad's leg, and
plopped down on his cowboy boot. "Can
Ihave my pop yet, Daddy?" Iturned my
brown eyes up to him, waiting in anticipa-
tion.
"Sure can," with his approving nod I
was off at a run to the pickup. Stepping
onto the rear hubcap, I hauled myself
up on the tire. Spotting the cooler in the
back, I threw my leg up and over the side
and tumbled into the truck bed. Dad's
truck always had lots of neat stuff in the
back. An assortment of bungee cords,
which I always separated into different
piles depending on their lengths, and
a huge tow rope with hooks on either
end were tossed to one side. I sat on the
spare tire and pretended to pound the
large tow bolts into the side. Grabbing
the rusted towing chain, I dropped it into
the center of the tire with a loud clunk.
Mter placing the cooler in the center
of the tire, I opened the lid and was
greeted by a small puff of cool air. I
pulled out my pop, replaced the lid,
stood up and yelled in a sing-song voice,
"Briiiiiaaannn! Look what I got!" Dancing
on top of the tire, I held my pop in the air.
"No fair!" Brian splashed out of the
creek and ran up the hill, "Daddy, can
I have my pop too now please?" Mter
Dad's approval, Brian turned towards me,
"Ha! I get pop too!" Climbing into the
back of the truck, he sat with me on the
tire and held his cold pop.
Dad followed and leaned against the
side of the truck, "Not fishin' anymore?"
he queried as he opened our cans.
"Yeah, we're fishin' ," I responded, yet
stayed glued to my seat on the tire. I
took a sip of my pop, savoring the cold,
bubbly liquid that chilled my throat and
tickled my nose. Sitting near me, I could
hear Brian gulping his. "You're gorma get
a brain freeze," I warned. Sure enough,
not even a minute later, he smashed both
of his hands between his forehead and
the bridge of his nose. I nodded know-
ingly. "Told you."
"Nu, uh. I wanted one, Bets." Brian
rubbed his nose and attempted to con-
vince me. "This is making me colder cuz
it's hot outside."
"Okay, Bri," I climbed over the edge of
the pickup, careful to not spill any of my
pop and squatted next to the open tackle
box. I mashed the colorful, squishy lures
between my fingers and wished I could
have one. Iliked how they looked like
real, little fishies on the hook and I was
sure that having one on there would at-
tract more fish to my line. Unfortunately,
all I ever got to use was a red and white
bobber, a weight, and a hook with my
worm on it. No colorful squishies for me.
"Betsy, Betsy, look!" Dad's urgent whis-
per cut through my concentration, "I think
you've got a bite!" I raced over and was
about to grab my rod when Dad cau-
tioned me, "Wait for it, Bets. You've gotta
wait till your bobber goes under again.
Then grab it and yank hard!"
I waited with high expectations, my
eyes glued on the bobber. It moved
slightly with the ripples, but otherwise
sat immobile. Then I saw it, a quick
twitch. Ilooked quickly to Dad, he
nodded his head and mouthed "slowly!"
and I softly picked up my rod. As I was
still staring, my bobber darted underwa-
ter. "Yank hard, Betsy!" called Dad.
Ipulled up on my rod and felt the pull
of the fish. Dad rushed over to me, set
the hook again, and after handing the rod
back to me, placed his rough hands over
my small ones and we cranked the fish
in together. Squealing with delight when
my fish broke the surface, Dad laughed
and reminded me to keep cranking him
up.
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As the fish jerked closer and closer to
the top of the bridge Istared at the glassy
black eyes, fanning gills, and flapping
tail. Dad grabbed the line, pulled the fish
close to him, and then held tightly to its
bottom lip. "Looks like he swallowed this
one," Dad declared as he inspected my
hook inside the fish. "Brian, hand me my
pliers, son."
A few crashes let us know that Brian
had successfully located the pliers (and
successfully messed up the tackle box)
and soon enough he was by our side with
them. "Here ya go, Daddy."
"Alright now, stand back a little." He
shooed us away as we crowded around
the fish. With a strong yank, he had
pulled my hook free and held the fish out
to us. "Corne 'ere and look at 'Im," Dad
prodded.
"ls he gonna die?" I asked, noticing a
trickle of blood coming from the fish's
mouth.
"Well yeah, but that's okay, because
we're gonna eat him for dinner," Dad
reassured me.
"Ewww. I'm not eating a fish!" Brian
exclaimed, "He has eyes and is yucky!"
"Nab, he's good Bri, you'll see. Want to
touch it?" Brian and I rubbed our fingers
over the scales, backlnd forth, smooth
and rough, smooth and rough. "Okay,
that's enough. Now we'll put him in the
bucket." Dad picked up the five-gallon
bucket that had been acting as a seat
for him, and filled it with water from the
creek. Mter dropping the fish in, he
baited my hook and cast it out again.
"Nice job, Bets. Now you just keep watch-
ing for your bobber to go under."
Waiting for my bobber to go under
wasn't very exciting - especially when
a few seconds later Dad was helping
Brian reel in a glassy-eyed fish of his
own. "Lookit, Bets! I got a fish too!" Brian
happily exclaimed, turning his attention
back to Dad and his fish. I took a sip of
my lukewarm pop and sat down by the
tackle box. A mess of bobbers, line, lures,
weights, and other fishing necessities
awaited me. Slowly, I put everything
back in its proper place. Now if I could
just keep Brian away from it, it wouldn't
get messed up again.
I managed to catch another fish, as
did Dad, and then we decided it was time
to call it a day. I peered into the bucket
holding our fish. A few had turned belly-
up and the rest cowered in the bottom. I
poked at the ones floating near the top,
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they slowly bobbed under water and
then rose to the top. I wrinkled my nose
at the fishy smell and wiped my wet
finger on my shorts. As Dad lifted the
fish into the back of the truck, I ran to his
open door and climbed in the cab. After
scrambling to the passenger side, I let
out a big sigh. "What will we do at home,
Daddy?" I asked as he lifted Brian up and
then climbed in behind him.
"Oh, I think we'll clean those fish and
then ask Mom to cook 'em up for us." I
clapped my hands and licked my lips. I
loved it when Mom cooked up fish for
us for dinner. There was something
exciting knowing that the fish had been
swimming around, grabbed onto my line,
gotten pulled up. spent the afternoon in
the bucket, was filleted by Dad, and then
fried up by Mom. Although [ hated how
bloody it was when Dad cut the skin off, I
liked how white and clean the fillets were
once they'd been rinsed off in the bowl of
clean water. As I turned to look out the
window, the truck veered a little to the
right, straightened out, a little to the left,
straightened out and I heard Dad saying,
"You gotta drive straight, Brian! Watch the
road,Son!"
Saturdays with Dad always included
such a wide variety of experiences and
life lessons - although I never noticed
them at the time. From these times I
learned many things, such as taking
notice and appreciating my surround-
ings and that waiting patiently will lead
to something good. Although I'm still not
patient enough and I'm still oblivious to
my surroundings at times, whenever I am
reminded of Saturdays with Dad I always
try to slow down a bit and appreciate
what's happening around me.
non-fiction
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by elsie ellendoif yunt
A pound of Hershey's kisses
Two cans of Pringles
Any number of bags of popcorn
And as much soda as you can find quarters for
Plus those cookies that your roommate's mom sent
The next day you feel like you can't get enough water
Your tongue is swollen-from salt, not kisses
And you have to wear an oversized hoodie because you feel fat
Regardless of how you actually look
Then you swear to yourself that you will never do that again
Which is a lie and you know it
Because when the girl down the hall's boyfriend breaks up with her again
It means girl's night-WIth lots and lots of chocolate
Or if you're sure you just flunked your big test
It's girls' night-with caffeine until you can't think at all
Even if you just haven't watched Little Women lately and you need a
good cry
Any reason will do really
That's where hips come from
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by laura Jacobson
cr~ T/"tle.'r-·
by chantelle ste/wrda
No clocks to dictate time
No streetlights interrupting
Just constellations, conversations,
And children laughing, running.
That afterglow of rain
when it is no longer rain
but dissolves
into sunlight itself, billowing
into golden clouds-
that afterglow of rain
glances off your skin, sleek
with the gold from illuminated drops.
The same gold softens the satin
of your dress, transforming red
to the scarlet of reborn day-
who said, "nothing gold can stay"?9~ "'" the~:
9he.. ~a.1I.e.uIc.l1 at-~~
a.H.d.~
('f/acque.t-....£..:n.UA DavUL, 1818)
by hera fayefredertcksen
You hold this moment in the space between
The past of your right
Fingertips lifting
The warmth from my thigh,
And present left
Forming fist, grasping death
Polished and honed in iron.
My right hand touches that same scarlet
enclosing your slender arm,
my left on your back-
just high enough to touch
the softly heated skin above the satin.
My mind knows there must be
a cool breeze-it has just rained;
but my cheek knows only the warmth
radiating from scartet.
I press desperately, forever
Imprinting the gentle shadow
Of my profile on your shoulder.
Close enough
To taste sea salt
That many perfumed kisses
Could not wash away.
Three sounds touch my ear,
two touch my heart,
one claims my delight. ~
The brush of water
races itself and slides
over sand smoothed by tides
before rushing back.
The soft slide
of your feet and dress slip
over sand wet from the melted gold-
a faint palter keeping time
with the ocean, bare feet oblivious
to my shuffling shoes in the same gold.
A qutet current,
not of the sea, nor in my veins
claims my thoughts-
arrests them. A current of air
slips between scarlet lips
sometimes in a sigh, but
mostly keeping time-
like your toes in the sand
and the waves on the shore,
my heart in my chest
My lips cannot sing siren songs
As sweet as the waves
That echo in your blood.
Your eyes, full of sea.
Mine poured out.
I will never forgive
The tide's give and take.
My hands lock tight at your neck,
Feeling your pulse beating
A course to another life,
Clinging to a promise
You never gave.
My open arms
Will let you slip away.
as we dance.
*in reference to the painting by jackVettriano
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9never got to be Mary in the nativity
scene.
We were all sitting on the floor cross-
legged, "Indian style" we called it. Pre-
school, by its very nature, is not politically
correct. Mrs. Kix,had been informing us
all what a nativity scene actually was, and
that our parents would love it very much.
I,of course, already knew all about these
things. Baby Jesus, manger, 3wise men,
shepherds, sheep angels, no room at the
inn, Joseph ... and Mary.
Mary. She was the star of the nativity.
Iknow, Iknow-not really. ButJesus was
being played by a plastic doll. Not exact-
ly the role that would bring me an Oscar.
Mary was where it was at. And, as the
only true female part, every girl knew it.
None of us wanted to be stuck playing a
shepherd, or even worse-a sheep.
"Do Ihave some volunteers for the
wisemen?" Mrs. Kixasked persuasively.
Suckers. Iwas definitely holding out for
the virgin Mary.
Being a preschooler, Ididn't have
much a of a concept for theatre. Idid
know,however, that Ideserved to be
Mary. Imean, I'm no Catholic, but the
mother of Jesus? Seriously important. My
experience alone made me a shoe-in:
along with having the most important
role in my family (as the youngest child),
Iwas cute with brown hair (like Jesus ob-
viously had) AND I owned patent leather
shoes (kicking Bethlehem up a notch in
style). Ifanyone should play Mary, it was
totally me.
Then there was Mark. He had given
me a bouqet of dandelions a few days
beforehand and we were pretty much
soulmates. Why shouldn't he be Joseph to
my Mary? Nobody else in our class was
even close to being soulmates-baby
Jesus didn't belong with those commit-
ment-phobic losers.
Unfortunately, my daydream about my
life inBethlehem with Mark was inter-
rupted by Mrs.Kix cheerfully clapping
her hands and saying, "Okay, so does
everyone have a part now?"What? She
hadn't asked about Mary yet, had she?
Was she saving the part particularly for
me? Did she already know that Iwas des-
tined to cuddle that plastic doll until its
head popped off? (figuratively speaking,
of course).
I approached Mrs.Kix cautiously when
the other children had gone back to their
tables. Ididn't want to appear overeager
accepting my role. After all, the other
girls gave it a good try.They just didn't
fumes that perme-
ate the air. Tradition
always took us to
Grandma Sandy's
house, a quick two-
minute walk frommy
house. Lefse-making day was like a pre-
Christmas family reunion. In my teens I
was granted acceptance into the school
of lefse-making-I got to take the lIour
cloths outside and shake them. Ialways
asked when it would be my turn to roll
out the potato dough into wide, paper-
thin circles and lay them on the griddle.
Mom always said that Iwould get there,
in time. Everyone started out shaking
flour cloths.
Lefte-M~kinff
BY BRITTNEi WOOD
~ound October I'll start anxious-
ly awaiting a call frommy mom, aunt or
grandma to let me know it's lefse-making
time. I'll pack up my belongings for a
short weekend at home and leave my
dorm room behind, ready for the three
hour drive that will bring me to Rudd,
Iowa.
Five hundred people big, Rudd always
welcomes me back with the six tower-
ing co-op grain bins and molasses plant
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Itwasn't until my senior year in high
have patent leather shoes. "Mrs. Kix?" I
quietly got her attention. "What part do I
have?" The cuteness factor alone should
have won me a part of some daytime
drama.
"Oh, Tracey, I completely forgot about
you!Youdidn't raise your hand?"
Iwas not off to a good start. Per-
haps she was playing dumb. Yes.
Dumb.
"No.Iwas ... busy." Right,
busy. Busywritinq my accep-
tance speech thanking Mark, my
husband of 26 years, and our
little boy-Jesus (pronounced
'Hey-Zeus!').
"Okay, well ... how would you
like to be an angel?" An angel?
Me? Not Mary? Me? Angel?
The angst was unbearable but
Icouldn't refuse. After all, I've
never been a diva.
"Ummm.Yeah, all right. I'll
be an angel." More lines than a
sheep, at least. And I got a halo.
ButIalso had to share the part
with three other little girls. Mary
rejects, like myself. And Mark
was still Joseph. Idon't remem-
ber the name of the girl who
ended up as Mary.Blocked it out,
probably. I'll bet it was Nicole
Kidman. She's always beating
me out for parts.
school that Ifinally graduated into a spot
at the griddle iron. Sprinkle flour, roll out
dough, put on griddle. It'll be a cinch, I
thought. Imade it to about step two. I
gently slid the lefse paddle under the
freshly rolled out dough, and carefully,
slowly,lifted it up. Ripping in two, the thin
potato tortilla fell back onto the table.
"Too thin," Grandma said, shaking her
head.
"Add more flour," said Mom.
"You'll get the hang of it, but it might
take a little while," said my aunt.
nonfiction
=Tle.ll.g. Up.
by josh kutyers
You lay stinking in the sand like some sort of marine road kill,
eyes glossed over in a post-humous trance,
Did a fisherman tempt your palette with a tasty worm treat,
only to snag you by the guts
and drag you towards the light?
Or maybe you were sick and one day
you turned belly up,
bobbing and floating until the waves
took you to your terrestrial grave.
In any case, here you rest and rot.
Men turn away, women gag,
and children poke you with sticks.
With each poke, the maggots feeding on your flesh
become more agitated,
squirming and boiling just under the skin,
until for a moment,
from a distance,
you look alive.
J)et(Jx
BY KELSEY CARROLL
9sit and my head pounds and I
sit and put my head in my hands and
my hands start to pound and [ sit. Now
I realize my hands are starting to shake
and! stand and I pace and [ try to get the
blood pumping. Yes, blood circulation
and I pace and I pace and I feel each step
in my head and I'm still shaking.
Water. Yes. Drink water. Sustenance.
Bread. I pour water into a mug-my
favorite mug with two geese on the side
and the quaint saying, "home is where
you hang your heart"-a thrift store find
for sure. I stick a piece of wheat bread
into the toaster and wait, cupping my
mug with both hands because this is how
you are supposed to hold mugs. And my
toast comes up and I get too excited and
I burn my forefinger slightly on the newly
deep brown crust. Butter.Real butter-
not fake "I-can't-believe-it's-not-butter"
butter, because I can believe it's not be-
cause J was raised to appreciate the good,
rich, fattening taste of real butter.
I sit at the table, buttered toast, goose
mug. And I try to silence the pounding
in my head. It's now at the front, on the
poetry
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by chris white
Teach the bird some vanity
and I hope, just maybe
she'll teach you to fly from tree to tree
only consuming a single seed.
side-my temporal lobe, I was taught in
human anatomy.
! get a book to take my mind off of this
thing in my head that is screaming at me.
The pages seem blank or at least utterly
void of anything that makes sense and I
put the book down by throwing it across
the room, knowing my fellow English
majors would consider this complete
blasphemy. Something. Something. I need
something.
The TV and I turn it on and I crunch
my buttered toast and I don't even know
what I am watching because my head
is screaming and my hands are shaking
and I look at the melting butter and it
says "you don't even appreciate me right
now" and I try to assure it that I do-that
I-can't-believe-it's-so good, but I can't. I
can't taste it. I haven't tasted anything for
this entire week.
I turn off the TV.
I lay down. I abandon my toast and
butter and goose mug and water and lie
down. No time to make it to the couch. I
am on the kitchen floor and I am lying
down and my temporal lobe is the son
of a drummer's boy and I am closing
my eyes but I can't stop seeing, thinking,
pounding, shaking.
I sit up.
lIaugh.
I scream.
I want to cry, but don't for my room-
mate's sake. I am rolling on the floor. I am
taking Advil that I know won't help and I
finish the water and the toast.
Iam cold inside anf my body is mad
at me and I am mad at me for bringing
me here in the first place.
Here--detox, this place of endless
waiting. I will never be the way I once
was. I now live the life of an addict and
those addicted always need something.
Something. But toast, even butter doesn't
work. Not water, the purest of all. Not
modern man's medicine. Not even the
book flung across the room. Words are
empty. Days, emptier still.
And I break.! get out the beans. I get
out the grinder. The smell alone is begin-
ning to bring me back and soon the pot
is brewing and my heartbeat is becom-
ing regular and my body is already
drinking it in through my pores. I refill
my goose mug and pour, slowly, deliber-
ately, passionately.
I sit and I drink and I do not shake.
Yes, my detox from coffee is a place of
endless waiting, and it is one of which I
am not patient enough to reach the other
side. '
I will try again next week.
non-fiction
spectrum 31
by steve mahr
I.
I see my naked brothers pissing
ecstatically, fencing urine swords
howling Oinsberg wishes, screeching
barefoot, dodging discs, slamming
processed wieners,
hysterical bearded middle-schoolers
escaping bath time wearing Kool-Aid
moustaches, abandoning fig leaf
notions for Eden's fruit cocktail
happy hour interpretive dancing
that slides eye lids open,
banging around with a tambourine, blowing
Dylan through a harmonica, singing
folk hopes on one fool,
buffalo wing fingers stroking full beards
blindfolded exploring a roqm full
of elephants,
meerkats pulling radioactive snack carts
proclaim, "IT'S ALL TRVE!"
I am watching as these naked bothers are
evicted from their communal
territorial pissing pens up
loading chutes clothed in formality
and branded in the market place
with serious brows twitching,
scratching trimmed chins choking on
paper cuts of academically mad
CHICAQO MANVALS of5fYLE-tree
bundle after bundle pressed and
stapled to numb lips droning on-
about the eschatology of office supplies
over business card Styrofoam
coffee,
about green paper blankets in BMW parking
garages filling out tax forms for
Ronald Reagan,
about Argentinean Nicaraguan Mexicans,
and raghead gas station rapers
exploiting AMERICA,
about purchasing twin tower sized
bottles of RAID and RIO QRANDE
sized bottles of WINDEX and how the
Berlin Wall wasn't such a bad idea
.after all,
about AI Gore drowning on a melting
iceberg somewhere north of Canada
with the marching penguins and
Coca-Cola polar bears,
about adorable black orphans dancing and
prancing to AMERICA in adorable
black sackcloth so they can feed
their adorable black stomachs,
about the gay kid their cousin knew and
how this country has become
infested with faggot jackass
Sodomites who've never read
Leviticus,
about dreaming black and white Jerry
Jenkins novels,
about Jesus on a white horse slashing
down them sinners with a sword and
vengeance like Bruce Willis in Die
Hard and then again in Die Hard 2
and how that was so sweet when he
jumped and all that glass shattered
and the helicopter exploded and how
Jesus is coming back to slash down
them sinners,
about CHRISTIAN moral values and the
sanctity of AMERICAN babies, and
the Law of Moses and Robertson
assassins, Olsteen paychecks, the
electric chair and the atom bomb
and raiding Afghanistan and Lebanon
and bad Palestinian children
throwing stones at good Jews
throwing bullets at Palestinian
children,
(BVf more importantly)
about why sexy slutty scandalous stars
like Britney need to get it
together because they really like
her music,
about National Lampoon bare breast laugh
out loud at how easy it is to make
them laugh out loud LOL! LOL! OMQI
LOL! without cracking a smile at
all,
about what we know and how its right to
wait to flush but it smells so
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gross and how short showers are
better but greasy hair is so gross
and how we know kids are starving
in Africa but the cafeteria could
still serve better food that's not
so gross,
about injuring his knee playing Frisbee,
his ankle in rugby, his back on a
horse, his head on a book, his face
with a mirror, his heart with fear,
about how it all sounds good in theory
and its been nice to live in
community but really in reality it
just doesn't happen to be the case
that a family and a family can live
together, communally,
because who wants to share a grocery bill
or listen to me having sex through
the wall or share the television
when I want The Office and she
wants Grey's Anatomy or rotate what
car gets the garage when it's ten
below,
so let's just write letters or emails or
notes on Facebook or text me
sometime if you gel the chance I'll
see you at the thing where we can
laugh about that time when we
thought nudity was a lifestyle and
a state of being able to be in
community and then drink a beer or
two or four and say good-bye all, I
prefer a cubicle'
II.
poetry
What prison of plaster and silicone has
branded their chests and
stamped out their critical
eyes?
CORPORATE! CORPORATE of Ecstasy! Apathyl
CORPORATE Abundance! Fingers
sliced by sharpened cell phone
razors! Children suffocating on
Barbie doll notions! Women
purged of beauty!
CORPORATE! CORPORATE! CORPORATE of
Oreed! Ignorance! CORPORATE
Bliss! CORPORATE pounding
keyboards of success!
BVTCHER! BVTCHER'S Botox Lips!
Augmented breasts! BVTCHER'S
painted face! BVTCHER pops my
zitsI
CORPORATE rubbed me numb! Did it all in
drunken bathroom photos!
CORPORATE Swallowed!
CORPORATE in whom we thrust! Who spreads'
butter and legs and lips and
STD's through May! CORPORATE
infected!
CORPORATE white male preachers sing
HALLELVJAH! CiOD BLESSAMERICA!
CORPORATE drowned in the
baptismal! CORPORATE choking on
wafers! Intoxicated blood!
CORPORATE lofty prayers for
peace!
BVTCHER who castrated Godl Circumcised
EVE while ADAM laughed!
BVTCHER raped the concubine! BVTCHER
diced her up! AFRICA mailed
her to the VSA!
CORPORATE! CORPORATE of Necessity! Making
sacrifices! Cutting corners!
Ignoring codes! CORP010TE
dropping OSHA bombs!
CORPORATE 30 second sots! CORPORATE Super
Bowl! CORPORATE'S price is
RICiHTI CORPORATE who steals my
eyesI
CORPORATE peering through 3D-Cioggles!
Loving horror! Loving fright!
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BVTCHER searching for god in decadence!
Desecration! Doctrine!
Orthodoxy! Desecration!
Craving pinstripe store front button up
chaos toothy grins singing
epitaph lullabies!
Slicking back hair! Windsor nooses
hanging men from rafters! Swinging corpses looking
good in their
branded chest! Hollow eyes!
BVTCHER! CORPORATE of wardrobed
destruction r
poetry
III.
Jacob Heemstra! I am with you in Dutchland
where we are yelling NAKEDNESS!
I am with you in Dutchland
waving our gypsy beardaws
during the tribal dance of an
August moon,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we have no home, just
temporary residences, burning
HUSTLER magazines on bathroom
radiators, reading National
Geographic,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we never shower alone,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we are the metamorphosis
of sleep from man to beast,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we decapitate tulips
asleep in their beds,
I am with you in Dutchland
where you've been stolen from
the library and all record of
your existence is buried under
rubble,
I am with you in Dutchland
where the tree used to shade us,
I am with you in Dutchland
where all nations under god
salute white washed walls,
I am with you in Dutchland
heckling King riding on a
crippled elephant,
I am with you Dutchland
where the brush strokes of
street cleaners scrubbing
drinking water into cobblestone
traditions dog our ears to the
sound of AFRICA begging for a
drink,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we must stand and sing
songs we don't understand,
I am with you in Dutchland
singing inside a jammed elevator
with six lamenting Hassidic Jews
six pregnant whores, their six
Hispanic Black Caucasian
children and my brother-in-
law,
I am with you in Dutchland
where we shriek naked barefoot
muddied up the steps of Zwemer
Hall mad in our right yawping
NAKEDNESS! NAKEDNESS!
I am with you in Dutchland
where we strip and strip and
strip singing songs we know
scaling trees escaping chainsaws
raiding the art department with
flag after black flag blowing
profanities through the
microphone at our annual
luncheon!
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Une of my favorite things to do
while Iam at Wal-Mart is to wander up
and down the shampoo aisle, looking at
all of the bottles of different shapes and
sizes with exotic colors and names. It
fascinates me that there are so many
different products for so many different
people. If somebody doesn't like "Guava
KiwiDragon Fruit Passion Spray," they
can buy a bottle of "Guava Kiwi Dragon
Nectar Passion Spray" instead. On occa-
sion I'll pick up a bottle, looking at the
trendy labels and pop open a lid to smell
one or two of the more interesting and
wild sounding scents, but I never buy any.
After all, Idon't have much of a desire to
glob guava-anything onto my head. I am
much too simple for that.
My sister, however, is not too simple
for any of that. Sometimes I'll listen to
her fuss and primp over her well-condi-
tioned hair when she wakes me up in the
morning. I'm told that she needs at least
half-an hour for every strand to fall just
right, and if she doesn't have that much
time, it'll do her no good to even try.
After all, no boy will even glance her way
without hip and stylish hair. I once told
her that she shouldn't ever fix her hair,
because she was just deceiving all of the
boys by adding to her already abundant
natural beauty. I was really quite serious,
but she took it as sarcasm and started to
cry. We haven't talked about it since.
My sister and I don't have the typical
brother-sister relationship that most sib-
lings seem to have. To be honest, I can't
really say I know much about the girl who
slept twenty feet away from me, right
across the hall, for over seventeen years
of our lives. It isn't that we hate each
other; it's just that we aren't very close; or
similar, for that matter. She is neat, I am
not. I am big, she is not. She is respon-
sible, I am not. I think creatively and can
produce art, she can not. She is pretty
and attracts most boys, and I, thankfully,
do not. In metaphorical scientific terms,
she's about the basest-base and I the
most acidic of acids. We can't even relate
to each other on a genetic level; we're
both adopted from different families.
Encounters in which she and I genu-
inely connect are exceedingly rare, and
perhaps the most memorable moment
occurred nearly two years ago when
Cassandra, my sister, discovered the
opposite sex. I'm
not certain if she
had ever met a boy
before she was
fifteen years old.
But if [ had to base
my decision on the
amount of time she spent on the phone
with her friends talking about all of the
cute sophomores and juniors and (gasp)
seniors from Sheldon High, I would
have to assume that she hadn't. No sane
individual would talk about any subject
for that long with that unceasing energy
unless it was brand new.
It became apparent to my family,
although we were never directly told, that
my sister had a slight crush (i.e. border-
line obsession) on one of the guys in my
class. A football player, he was a typical
blonde all-American guy that girls wrote
about in their diaries at an almost alarm-
ing rate. I'm not sure if Cassandra had
actually ever talked to him in person, but
I speculate that she had gone on plenty
of dates with him in her over-active imag-
ination. Her friends giggled every time
he passed their group in the hallway, and
one could almost see her visibly swoon
whenever he came over to pick me up on
the way to a party.
After awhile, I started to become a
little worried about Cassandra. It wasn't
good that she was so seemingly ob-
sessed with a guy four years her senior.
Don't get me wrong, Tyler was a nice
guy, but he was going to college in a few
months and wouldn't be interested in a
fourteen year old girl, who, while very
sweet and innocent, was not quite yet the
primped-up senior cheerleader god-
dess she might someday become. I'm
not a protective big brother, but I can act
like one when I want to, and so while on
the five minute drive to school, I tried to
explain to her that which was very ap-
parent to me: Tyler was probably not the
best choice to put on the top of her "boys
I want to date" list. I don't think she was
listening to me though; some boy band
was on the radio and she just glared out
the window, tuning me out.
Finally, one day (despite my best ef-
forts), my younger sister worked up the
courage to actually tell Tyler how she
felt. He had just broken up with another
girl in a long chain of one-month relation-
ships, and Cassandra figured this was
her opportunity. She woke up early one
day and wrote a note on her best station-
ary explaining to Tyler that while he
didn't know her that well, she was always
free to go to a movie or to dinner, and
would certainly hang out with him if he
WURPTS
asked her to. She got extra dressed up
in one of her nicest outfits, spending an
unprecedented forty-five minutes on her
hair. She hununed the tune to all of the
sappy musical songs she listened to on
a regular basis, and didn't even respond
when I cruelly remarked that prom must
have arrived a little early that year. That
day was her day. Tyler was hers for
the taking. We drove to school and she
went to her first-period math class and I
headed to a student council meeting. It
wasn't until after lunch that I had heard
what had happened.
Cassandra, it seemed, had coura-
geously walked right up to the lunch
table at which Tyler sat and gave him the
note. She said something (no one's sure
what) and walked away only a few steps
before one of Tyler's friends snatched
up the pink flowery paper and began to
read it out loud:
"DEAR TYLER ... "
I imagine that the rest was pretty
horrific, but even that would have been
acceptable to Cassandra, except that
instead of standing up to his friend and
putting him in his place, Tyler blushed
and stared down at his lunch tray filled
with milk cartons and mashed potatoes.
Not even acknowledging the young girl
whose very life depended on his reaction.
The combination ofl'the anticipated
sweeping off the feet that my sister ex-
pected not coming to We and the horror
of having half the senior football team
(and their prissy girlfriends) laugh at her
was too much to handle. Cassandra burst
into tears and walked all the way home,
not even bothering to check out of school.
It must have been a long walk; two miles
must seem like a hundred when reenact-
ing the most embarrassing high school
memory over and over again.
One of my cheerleading friends,
Tyler's ex girlfriend ironically, stopped
me shortly after lunch and told me what
had happened. I'm not a protective big
brother, but I love my little sister, and
I knew I had to go home to see how
she was doing. [faked sick (1 threw
up. Really.) and headed home. Upon
pulling into the driveway and opening
my front door, I found myself stepping
into a house that was uncharacteristically
quiet. Normally there would have been
non-fiction
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pots and pans banging in the kitchen, a
television set blaring, or the thuds of a
deep bass beat pounding from the back
room filling the tiny ranch-style home.
That afternoon, however, all I could hear
as I stood in the entryway straining to
listen was a faint sobbing coming from
the rear of the house.
I walked to her door plastered with
her boy band heroes and the famous
actors she loved and knocked gently.
After no response, Icautiously opened
the door and saw Cassandra sitting on
the floor, back against the bed. It wasn't
the Cassandra that I had seen the last
eight months though, the girl who had
begged our mom for ninety-dollar jeans
and top-of-the-line cosmetics. Rather, an
hour of crying had smeared most of the
make-up on her face and her hair was
beginning to fall out of place. I walked in
and sat down next to a little girl who had
tried to grow up a little too fast. I didn't
say a word. There wasn't much that I
could say; my sister and Iaren't that close.
After a few minutes, my sister tried
to compose herself long enough to look
at me. Sniffling, she asked, "Does Tyler
think I'm ugly?" And there it was. The
only concern of a lonely adolescent girl
was whether or not the guy she liked
if(J~e
BY KELSEY CARROLL
dler head is empty right now
because her heart is full. She had heard
once, in her human anatomy class, how
blood will rush to the vital organs to keep
them warm when the body is exposed
to cold. This phenomenon leaves the
fingers and toes icy, but the heart keeps
pumping. It is like this for her now, in the
northern part of Iowa at a school far from
her home. She is finding it harder to con-
centrate in her classes because her heart
is focused on not forgetting.
In her senior year, she has been away
from home almost four years now. Her
freshman year, multiple people told her
time and again that this place, this col-
lege, would become home to her-that
time and circumstances here would
change her. It was at this point she made
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thought she was ugly or not. I wanted
my reply to be something profound. Of
course she wasn't ugly. She was beauti-
ful, and if Tyler couldn't recognize that,
he had taken a few too many hits on the
football field. Instead, however, I just
shook my head. "Nah," Isaid, "Tyler's
just a scumbag."
If this was a good story, the sort with
a happy ending that I created that made
the reader feel good, I would write that
my sister and I bonded that afternoon.
We would talk about all of the people
who hurt us in our lives over rocky road
ice cream, hugging and laughing all
along. I would go to school and punch
Tyler in face for making a fourteen-year
old girl feel like mud, and Cassandra
would find her true love in a matter of
hours. That isn't what happened though.
Instead, we tried to make it back into
business as usual. She and I went to
Hy-Vee and rented Finding Nemo. We
watched it in silence, and then switched
to the food channel to watch Rachel Ray's
Forty-Minute Meals, followed by dinner
with our parents, and then I left for a
theater practice while she went to bed
early. Eventually, she would get a week's
worth of detention for skipping school
and I would have to make up a huge test
a promise to herself that she would never
call this place home and she would
always smile when she crossed the Mis-
souri-Iowa state line going south.
And that is why now, in her senior year,
it is getting harder to concentrate-not
because she no longer cares to learn,
or that she has grown tired of her col-
lege friends-it is simply exhausting to
constantly crave to be somewhere else.
She is body-and-soul tired from missing
Missouri.
Sure, part of what she misses are the
people-her mom and dad, grandpar-
ents, friends, even her fiance. But she also
misses the rivers and creeks, the huge
oak trees and the flowering dogwoods.
She misses the bluebirds perched in the
trees, and the whitetail deer and turkeys
that inhabit the fields. She misses the
almost-there-southern-drawl, the smell of
laundry dried by the sun. She misses the
roads that curve with the land and make
square-miles simply a figure of speech.
She misses the excitement and tension
in the air during hunting season, and the
c
I had missed, but Cassandra got over it
eventually. She found another boy to be
obsessed over (one that wasn't a scum-
bag), and eventually he let her down too.
I'm not a protective big brother, but
I'm trying to learn. It isn't easy to try
to befriend somebody you practically
ignored for over fifteen years of your life,
but she calls me once in a while to tell me
how she did in her cross-country races,
and we go out for coffee once in a while.
It isn't much, but it's a start.
My sister still doesn't understand why
Ilook at shampoo with such devotion.
She doesn't even buy hair-care products
at Wal-Mart; she gets hers from the hair
salon downtown. I guess it goes to show
how distant we still are at times; that we
can't even relate to each other on such
a simple matter. But I'm okay with that.
Because as simple as I probably am, and
as complex as she seemingly is, I suspect
we know and love each other a little
better than either of us would care to
admit.
non-fiction
sound of rain on the tin-roof porch that
was added to her family's new house just
for the purpose of hearing the rattattat of
that melody. She misses the springtime
and the fall, which are distinct and ush-
ered in with reverence and beauty.
She misses being able to speak of
home with a smile on her face, rather
then a lump in her throat.
And for these reasons she can no
longer concentrate when away at
school- because all her blood rushes
to her heart to keep it pumping with
these memories-to keep it beating with
thoughts of home.
She was cultivated with the land
around her and one day she will return so
that she can hear again-so that she can
start to listen with her heart once more.
non-fiction
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by amanda kuehn
Senseless murmurs decrescendo to a hush.
The spotlight turns to gold hitting the trombone.
The band commences, looking as smooth as the notes they play,
Inhaling air and blowing out the 1940s.
From the tops of their bald heads to the tips of their toe-tapping shoes
They are filled with rhythm
Rhythm that spills over into the audience as we get
Drunk on the sweet sound of song.
Fingers fly through measures with minds of their own
Playing the 920 Special and blasting out the color of jazz.
Each solo a new personality, a stranger introducing himself
In showcased rhythms and soul-filled notes.
Tunes flow easy as iced tea on a summer's evening
Emanating from black fingertips worn thin from countless hours of practice.
The music moves off the page, into their souls, and out to my ears.
My mind wanders into a nightclub
I stroll across the shiny wood floor,
Heels clicking all the way to the bar stool where I
Sip on a cocktail and lap up jazz
Music drifting, wafting so thick I can taste it
Notes running into each other live as liquid music flowing from the bell of
the saxophone.
Tonight they play for me.
The Iights-
Low as my inhibitions and cares-
Let me lose myself.
I return to a brass soul
Screaming a bright orange F.
The note climbing higher and higher
Seeking to reach the hom of Oabriei that it fell from.
While thumping on the bass, plucking out the driving motor of melody,
Another is lost in the bass line, oblivious to the polyphony surrounding him.
The tit-tat of brushes becomes the boom-chick of the snare,
A pounding which quickens as the number intensifies
So loud we are all about to burst
Vntil Tony's climactic squeals are
Swallowed in an applause that hopes for one more song
second place poetry
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by dave lesage
When pressure surrounds us,
we are pressed into more than diamonds.
This is nothing in its purest form.
This is the everything that resides
inside black holes which drift
across expanses of space.
This is something inside of you ..
This is anything inside of me.
When my eyelashes meet,
I'm greeted with the same.
When our eyelashes meet,
the same still greets me.
Can two wrongs ever make a right?
Two rights can still invent a wrong.
There is nothing unusual gliding
through my veins. Just the
bumper car beat of lost buttefflies
trying to make their way home.
Blue or red passage?
Have you also forgotten to breathe? ..
Instinct is deniable,
and the inevitable is what we make it.
The impossible is a mockery of time,
making mountains of sand
on a floor scuffed smooth. But,
without time, would diamonds
be able to fracture the light!
Without time, would the river
still take the mountain to a place
it never imagined possibte?
When I hold a diamond to the light,
I trace the ragged rainbow patterns
in the dust with the tip of my finger.
A diamond worn by water is more beautiful
than a diamond cut straight
by shaking hands.
Your smile has finally reached
both your eyes and mine
and will stay there
until all color washes away.
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by katie van etten
A small dollop of shampoo remains
on the Vidal Sassoon bottle so carefully set at the shore.
Her mother, now old and wrinkled,
waits with the shampoo, holding a dry towel for her exit from the river.
She has gone down again to wash
her hair in the murky water of her aged village.
She is their only hope.
Once she wets her obsidian hair, she works the shampoo
into her scalp, making a sparkling mountain of snow
atop her proud head. The snow melts as she first cups
water over her head, revealing thick strands
of blackened earth. Again she wets her hair,
this time prostrating herself into the ancient river.
On shore she dries her hair, and uses her clean
cow bone comb to till the soil.
Good hair will harvest a good husband and a good life.
She twists two sections of hair tightly together:
the union of respectability and virtue
on her fertile head. Once her mother is pleased with its posture
she digs the tool into her daughter's clean black soil to hold it in place,
maybe she can save her family from poverty.
~e noon sun reflects off the tops of
crushed beer cans. Miller and Bud, noth-
ing good or expensive. The dusty ball
field across the road kicks sand up into
the air. The heat has chased most people
into the mobile homes, fans blowing. But
he sits, unmoved, weathered, chipped
face impassive, Pepsi held in one hand, a
box of Camels in the other. He waits.
An old brick school house sits in the
middle of the grounds. Several kids play
basketball in the intense summer heat,
wearing baggy black jeans and beanies.
Even the sounds of the game grow into a
pattern.
*Bounce, bounce*
*Clang*
*Bounce,bounce*
"Take it." *Clink* "Yeah!"
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His eyes follow the game. Clever, long
fingers snap open a lighter, pinch the
cigarette between his lips, and the ashes
burn as he sucks the acrid smoke down.
One kid plays better than the rest. He
spins around a defender and hits his
friend with a no-look pass. His friend
bricks the easy jumper, but the kid gets
the board and pushes the ball sweetly off
the glass and in.
The SWl beats down. The kids play on.
A younger man comes out of the trailer
at the old man's back and takes a seat
next to him. He too watches, gulping
down a Miller.
"Jonny can play."
The old man grunts in acknowledg-
ment.
Jonny drains a three. The younqer man
drains his beer.
The setting SWl hits the man straight
in the face, but he doesn't flinch. He sits.
He waits. Several burned out cigarettes
litter the ground next to him. A half-drunk
Pepsi sits in his left hand. Several trailers
down, loud music blares.
"Go shorty/ it's your birthday/we
poetry
gonna party tike/it's your birthday/gonna
sip Bacardi like/it's your birthday"
Jonny is probably there. Sipping Ba-
cardi like it's his birthday.
The grounds are deserted, save for a
solitary boy, tall and slender, playing by
himself. With sweet, smooth motions, he
leaps, dribbles, and drives past defend-
ers unseen to any outside observer. He
dribbles to his right, and jump stops.
It's as if time suddenly hit the slow-
mo button. The sun catches fire as the
boy rises up, a black silhouette. The ball
leaves his fingertips, turning on its axis,
arching over the sun, and barely disturb-
ing the net as it falls through.
The only observer observes, chipped
face softening slightly.
The old man grimaces a half smile. He
throws down his Pepsi, heaves himself out
of the chair, and walks up the steps into
the trailer, slanuning the door behind
him.
non-fiction
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August 29th, 2007
Dear c:J:prua,
You were born this morning at either
2:28 or 2:29 a.m, We Pronks have never
been very good with time. You'll discover
that soon enough. I imagine you'll be dis-
covering lots of things soon and I am so
ridiculously excited to watch you learn
and grow, if only to celebrate the child-
like curiosity that you will most certainly
embrace.
I am going to tell you stories, Sophia
Michelle. I am going to tell you such
wonderful stories. I'll tell how you man-
aged to single-handedly unite our family
from the womb. I'll tell how the thought
01you aged all 01 us quite a bit, but also
restored some childhood. I'll tell you
stories of your growing mother glowing
with joy like stories I've always heard but
never believed. I'll tell you how strange
poetry
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by laura jacobson
Orange kamikazes
driven from the field
swarm and click against our doors
it is to think of my big brother as a
daddy.
From what I can see, you're
going to be surrounded by a lot
of pink from a young age. Fear
not, little niece, because I will be
here to tell you all about embracing your
femininity while asserting your magnifi-
cent strength in this patriarchal world of
ours. And you know what's really great?
The best examples I have will be the best
examples you have: your mom and your
grandma. Their beauty in the face of ad-
versity offers such inspiration that I fear
all I can add is a request for you to love
them well, as they will never demand it.
Your parents are going to teach you a
lot, sometimes on purpose, sometimes
not. It's kind 01 their job lor a while. And
while scrap-booking and golf are both
great hobbies, you'll have to turn to me
for education in some of the finer arts. As
a foundation: The Beatles are the great-
est band in the history of ever. Captain
Hook is the greatest literary figure of our
time. And Hugh Jackman is talented AND
good-looking.
Having been recently formed by
God's hands, you are probably much
more familiar with Love than most of us
that have been jaded by time and oxygen.
As you get older, I promise that we will
share even more stories with you about
the love of Jesus that we have grown to
know and experience in powerful ways
... like the miracle of you.
So welcome to the world, Sophia. I
can't guarantee that it's completely
superior to the womb, but the food is a
lot better (I'm betting that ice cream and
mashed potatoes will become staples in
your diet at an early age). Iam so looking
forward to meeting you and having you
teach me so many things I don't know
about Jesus. Grow in Him, dear one.
Now and always,
o'I-unt 9:acey
nonfiction
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by amanda kuehn
Vnder the overhang, obscurity is carried in the breeze
Past the black cafe chair, it whispers
Adagio, tarantella, inamorata,
Syllables swirling around a flickering flame
engage our contemplation,
Vntil they deviate to darkness
Meanwhile, the daylight
lingers a little longer,
Heedless of the eminent atrophy,
Bread crumbs dust the pavement,
Wine bottles fall
On my plate passive sauces mix -
Merging into a fabulous chaos, existence
From my perspective. Fingers wander
Across a checked tablecloth
sentience is dying
Each hour goes by,
And so fades my reverie
A bike bell sings,
a distant echo, breathe on, breath on...
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by steve mahr
Tapping my dirty toes on a white wall
next to pictures of kids that make me wish
I didn't spend my money on so much shit.
Chicago, IL 60613
No one lives below here
just above here-
moving, dancing, singing
during
the in-between hours of dusk and dawn.
poetry
Chicago, you have your own alanns.
Why do you set them so early?
Chicago, you have
9 Einstein Bros.
10 iHOPs
81 Dunkin' Donuts
174 McDonalds
4 Million Egg McMuffins with coffee
So why are the homeless hungry?
Chicago, IL why don't they eat!
Why are you so obese!
I will not have breakfast with you, Chicago,
Vntil you have breakfast on the street
with junkies and tramps in places too damp
for three piece suits and Annani boots,
I will not drink coffee with you, Chicago,
Vntil you drink your coffee black,
Vntil your coffee reflects your face,
Vntil it's free of sugar and cream.
Chicago, IL 60610
I like your pizza.
Tell Edwardo
I said hello.
Who grows your food, Chicago?
I like it all.
Chicago, IL 60614
Why do you have hippos,
And squirrels that eat Cheetos,
And boys that wear speedos,
And that guy that takes photos
With his Polaroid camera ever since Castro
Invaded his home
He's lived in America and smoked Peach
Swisher Sweets
And talked up the government he came to meet
And I've come to hate.
Chicago, Henry's out of prison.
Did some time in the state pen.
Just got out though
And just got new shoes.
He's lookin' for a job
And anything could help.
Sleeps by the fountain under the honey locust tree
Dreaming honey could drip on his tongue,
And the mission gave him food
And an old pair of Nikes
(with laces and alll)
And it's been going okay
But anything could help.
Chicago, IL 60610
Henry walks up Clark
And back down Dearborn
To the park you named Washington
He lays right there beneath the serviceberries
Qazing up at castles and scrapers.
Scraggly cupped palms receiving:
four dimes,
a nickel,
and two pennies
from me.
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Chicago,IL
Henry says God bless you,
rubbing worn coins between his blisters.
Chicago, I am beginning to see
summer brilliant and free-just like Henry
sitting by the fountain
with my 47 cents.
Sitting staring at polka dots on the dress
of the lady in front of my face
Her white knuckles flexed
around the meta!
to stabilize her frailty.
Wrinkled skin gripping the same metal
£ million 890 thousand hands gripped before;
around turns and takeoffs from 60613 to 60614.
Chicago, where is your disinfectant!
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you go slower than she likes.
How do you make those turns!
Big mirrors have never helped me.
Chicago, why does Boy's Town have a ladies night?
Am I invited?
Between Pine Orove and Broadway
They wrote their name in the sidewalk
"THE BUFFALO"
Chicago, I can't see my own shadow.
Ido not like your skyscrapers
But if it weren't for them we'd be
Des Moines
Boise,ID
Albuquerque
You're Chicago, IL 606£0
You have too many zip codes.
Who are they, Chicago?
Do they know your secrets?
Do they know your regrets? c-
Did they know Jean Baptiste?
Did they eat all of the wild leeks
and spill the oil from BP
and Amoco into the Great Lake
of Chicago!
poetry
Where do they live then, Chicago!
These buffalo men etching their name in
wet cement
Reminding me of what it meant
To be an immigrant.
Where are the PotawatomL Chicago
Where have they gone!
Your fire is out but your burning goes on
And on and on.
Can the buffalo stand long?
Roaming, grazing, dying
extinct-
Leaving their mark where the sidewalk winks
and I wink back.
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BY BRITTA KALTENBACH
~e phone is ringing,Ihear it. I
look at the clock. It's still dark outside.
Light from the hallway creeps onto my
cold tile floor and casts shadows. The
phone starts ringing again. I consider
answering it, but I don't want to answer.
Mom should be the one to get this kind
of call. Who's calling? Probably Grandpa
Ray, he's always calling. I wonder who
died. I just know that's why the phone is
ringing. Idon't know how I know, but I
do. Go back to sleep, morning will come
soon enough and then I probably won't
sleep for what seems like eternity.
"Eternity's a long time," I comment
while gazing dreamily out the window.
"Good, Britta ... now that we've got that
concept down ... " I'm not in the mood to
do my Bible study and he's trying to get
me back on track. We're in math class,
and I would rather be outside playing
4-square with the 8th grader in the warm
April day than sitting inside, even if we
are studying the Bible.
Mom wakes me up. I look back at the
clock through squinty eyes, early. "Honey,
wake up." This is the way she woke me
up when Kent killed himself. It's Zach.
"Okay," I get up and get ready for school. I
pull on some jeans and a random t-shirt
I grab from my closet without looking at
it. Nobody cares what I look like today.
She reminds me that my little sister and
I will be the only ones at school that will
know while I search for socks. It pierces
my heart and I flinch. Mom sees my face
go sour and takes that as her cue to leave,
carrying out my stack of graduation
invitations. I listen to my parents in the
kitchen as I pull my hair into a pony-tail.
"Did you call Brett?" "He's in class now,
I'll call him later." I feel numb, maybe
because of the restless night.
It was a beautiful night our sophomore
year, perfect weather for watching the
lunar eclipse. Stacy and I decided a good
spot to watch would be in the senior
parking lot at the school. We parked
my red Taurus and sat on the trunk with
a couple blankets and our breath was
crisp frost when we exhaled our reminis-
cences. "Hey! Who's there?" Zach drives
over and greets us with Brett McFarland
in the passenger seat. We idly chat for a
few moments about their green-house
project. "I'll be right back," Brett leaves
and Zach stays with us. Upon his return,
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Brett, in Zach's car, chases Zach
as he runs in circles around my
car, we gawk at this spectacle.
Zach jwnps in the car and they
vroom off while we laugh.
Trista and Idrive to school.
Canada is the topic of conver-
sation. The last time Canada was consid-
ered was after 9-11. "Nothing bad ever
happens in Canada," Trista says as she
absent-mindedly watches some kids play
on a swing set. Isteer the car right on
Maple and go a block to the stop sign. I
pause especially long at the sign, pro-
longing venturing into the school we can
now see. The minutes crawl by, ticking
backwards.
"I'd like to go to Canada someday." I've
learned to just go with the flow when
Zach says something out-of-the-blue,
"Any reason why?" Zach considers his
response, "there's great fishing up there."
"Good answer," Ilaugh. "The world's big-
gest shopping mall is there. That's why I'd
go." Zach ponders my statement and we
quickly continue onto another random
topic. "So what book are ya reading
now?" I'd reply, "The same one I've been
reading all week. How about you, how's
the one you started yesterday, Glue?" "It
was good, I finished it though. Now I'm
reading ... " Zach could read books faster
than anyone I knew. I was always amazed,
Zach's antics made him seem like he'd
rather do anything than read.
I park the car in the usual parking
space, wait.
Breathing deeply, I turn off the ignition,
wait.
Looking at the building, [ leel dread,
wait.
Trista and I glance at each other for a
moment. Neither of us wants to do this.
I slowly get out, grab my yellow book
bag and shut the car door.
Inhale. Walk in. Exhale.
"What is he doing?" Zach struts down
the hall his shorts, tie-dyed t-shirt and
youth life preserver around his neck are
drenched. I begin to laugh, I think I'd
rather just not know. "Hello, Mr. Field!"
Zach salutes our high school principal.
Mr. Field laughs, "What's up Zach?" All
ears perk up. "I was just baptized in
the pond we built in the biology room's
greenhouse." Mr. Field nods with his
white, gleaming smile as Zach continues
his way towards his next class, swishing
his dripping, long black hair out of his
face. 'So that's why he came into Fiesta
the other night and asked me for latex
gloves,' I think, 'they were laying cement
lor that pond!' I giggle and go to biology.
Nobody even comments about the inci-
dent, that's just something Zach would do.
I touch Trista's arm and tell her I'll see
her after school, my eyes show pain in
anticipation. Trista turns towards the caf-
eteria, she meets Lisa and Sammy there
for breakfast in the mornings. Entering
the Literature and Novels classroom, I
tell Miss Healy and sit in a desk, nurnb,
not thinking and not hearing what she's
saying. Mr. Field is on the intercom, "Staff
meeting in five minutes." Iknow why.
Miss Healy hugs me and leaves the room,
"You're welcome to stay in here." Iwalk
down to the senior lockers across from
the biology room. My back slides down
the locker door and Islwnp on the floor
next to my book bag. I look 011to my lelt,
"Good morning, Britta." Two classmates,
Robert and Bobby, walk towards me, I
start to cry.
Zach's locker had a picture of Jesus on
it that he drew in art class. This was vio-
lating the "nothing hanging on the locker"
rule and probably some separation of
religion and the public school system
law. We expected it to be taken down by
the next day, but it was left up for several
weeks. Of course he would be the one to
get away with that. His charisma and laid
back lifestyle would get him out of any
rnischief he was in. It was impossible to
be mad at him with that infectious smile
and gleam in his eye. Every day he'd give
Jesus a pound on his way to class, "What's
up JC! Love ya man!" He'd walk into Miss
Fouts' room for world history and give
her a great bear hug, his specialty.
Jesus, don't make me do this! My
heart cries out in agony as I spy the Jesus
poster a few feet away. I can hear Zach in
my head giving Jesus a pound and can
almost see him. "Are you okay? What's
wrong?" My heart pounds in my ears. I
squeak out, "Zach's dead." They look at
me uncomfortably, then to each other,
and walk away. I put my head on my
knees. God, I'm going to have to do this
46 more times.
"Britta, where are you getting this
nwnber? That reference doesn't exist!"
Zach helps me with preparing for my
weekly girls' Bible study. He jokes that
[ am the girl in the girls' Bible study, he
shouldn't be helping me. I comment to
him that I appreciate what he has to say
and I need someone to help me memo-
rize my scripture. "I hate memorizing
scripture! It's so stupid." "Britta, Jesus is
my hornie. We need to tell people about
him." I laugh and tell him he's right as he
helps me memorize a verse from Luke.
Robert and Bobby corne back with
cinnamon toast and chocolate milk.
"Here," Robert gives some to me. "Now
r
-
what's wrong?" Bobby takes a bite of his
toast, "We couldn't understand you ear-
lier:' I feel gravity forcing my body into
the floor. They didn't hear me. I wonder
if they hear my heart thundering inmy
chest. I lean on Robert's shoulder and
whisper it again, "Zach died last night."
Robert puts his arm around me and
Bobby lies down on the floor. We sit there
silently, tears quietly running down my
cheeks. "You guys are awfully quiet this
morning. Anyone wanna play pond scum
before ... are you okay?" I look up and
see jenny.
The wake is a sea of tie-dye shirts, in
memory of Zach.
Every time Isee anything tie-dye, I
think of my crazy cousin.
Every time I remember verses I've
memorized, I think of my friend who
would rather help me learn about Jesus
than play cards with his friends in senior
9.u.l#
by e~ie elle/1doif YU/1t
Now the lamp's light glares harshly in my eyes
Vncomfortable, I stare down at my pink high-tops
I sigh
Then choke on the haze of cigarette smoke that hangs
in the room
I shift again
This chair smells strange
Like pizza, and dust, and something sweet that I
can't identify
I pick at my skirt
I follow the carpet's pattern with my eyes
Brown, green, brown, blue
Brown, green, brown, blue
Then come the gray, concrete stairs
My side is starting to ache
I look at my watch
Stifle a sigh
Shift, squint
I see my sister coming through the kitchen door
"I'm done, thanks for waiting,"
"No problem, need me to drive?"
"No, I'm fine,"
I smile
She doesn't smile back
Just turns on her spike heels
And I follow her leather clad body into the dark
math class.
Zach's gone, but I am comforted when
I think about his tie-dyed wings and the
slammin' times he's having with his home-
boy in heaven.
Until we meet again, Zach.
non-fiction
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by a.ma./1da kueh/1
Eerie silence fills sacred space,
Shrouded in night and
Embellished by candles,
The clacking of heels disturbs
The saints at work
Praying for salvation, praying
For my forgiveness,
A kiss of sacred liquid
Seals the redeemed, who
Kneel in the aisle,
Delivered by a symbol -
A criminal's sentence
All rise, like the gospel
Levitating over the mass,
All bow in submission of
Words uttered in hushed voice,
Eyes turn to the father,
Recognizing his provision,
But my eyes are caught by
Her sad hidden secret,
They can't know the cost of
What they now practice,
Broken and poured over
Obscure incantations
That taste of penance and
Obligationpoetry
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I reach in my pocket to
Offer a response, but
The blessings arrive and I'm
Frozen in grace.
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�by dave lesage
Below freezing.
The ice cracks and splinters its way up
and down the transparent barrier:
Keep the warmth inside.
She prays (with a smile) for snow
to rest upon the ground,
meant to be watched from warmth,
buried safely in mounds of blankets.
Soft hands;
Sipping a caramel latte,
frothed, steamed, warm.
"Second only to Starbucks.' she says,
"but better with you here."
Laughter of peanut butter, pink Chucks,
(I shall pin a pink rose a-top
the left wing of my suit coat)
and hair darkened in the late of the night.
Eyelashes meet once more (perhaps for the better),
and once more, again, slowly.
Rest now.
And I will hang on, I will let them laugh
at the pink draped 'round my shoulders.
Soft hands.
poetry
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by josh hilyers
Right outside the gay bar they sit
Waiting. For when the night grows old
and the day is born, the bars close
and the boys become benevolent,
bestowing upon the young couple
whatever bills remain
unconverted to alcohol.
Usually they wait alone, strangers
stepping over their outstretched legs,
the only acknowledgement these
young lovers receive, obstacles
in the way, somehow never seen,
but still avoided.
But, tonight is different.
Tonight "they" is "we" because
I sit with them. We eat mangoes
and drink soda as we discuss
Drowning Pool, mushrooms, and
tickle fetishes, and I wonder,
Have I become the least of these?
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by chantelle stefiijerda
Deep brown shadows
creep in your corners,
your empty stairs
and weeping lowers-
bridges abandoned to shifting wind.
Desolate playground,
where are your screaming
children?
Swings rock
back
and forth
back
and forth,
with schizophrenic rubber
moaning
and creaking
and mourning.
This is not about nighttime.
This is about childhood lost,
children left behind,
children, losing their way
as they run from childhood
into the arms of mistakes
and trials,
forgetting that sunshine laughter
turns to howls
in sinister moonlight.
Childhood ghosts
haunt this place,
cheery paintings fade,
images that slalk
the empty castle
holding head in hands:
incoherent cries,
regret of time lost,
missing the hours
when deepest hurts
were skinned
knees
and bruised elbows.
Facade stands alone
on that ground,
the whole structure
is a blank stare
of death
when laughter
and breath
have gone,
but haunting
images rock back and forth.
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BY NATE PETERS
PeaCh-COlored paint on brick
glowed like nothing I had ever seen.
From the hall, it looked like a cozy place.
Girls seemed to have no trouble spend-
ing lots of time in there. The girls bath-
room of our old school, before they tore
it down, was limitlessly fascinating. What
a place. How Iwanted to go explore it,
somehow, perhaps a guided tour. The
color, warm, enveloping peachy good-
ness. If it were mine, Iwould even paint
the floor that color.
Home boys basketball game means
varsity cheerleaders. Gosh, they were
BY TRACEY PRONK
9went to the eye doctor last week. I
did this because last year they had me
get two-week contacts except for I would
forget to change them for about a month
and a half so I only just ran out and my
eyes kind of hurt because the pair I have
in now is about two months old. Which is
bad? And so I tried to call the eye doctor
place and say can I please order some
new contacts but the woman said your
prescription is expired so you'll need to
come in for an eye exam. So you see, The
Man has trapped me into spending more
money on his foolish mind-games.
I'm not very good at beating The Man,
so I scheduled an eye appointment and
went to it. On time, even. And the nice
lady did stuff to my eyes-is this one
better or this one, read the bottom-most
line, cover your left eye kinds of things.
She also put drops in, the stingy kind
that make light hurt your eyes and leave
crusty stuff around the edges. Then I
finally saw the eye doctor, who came in
for a few seconds before the lady left-I
guess to make sure she wasn't a Com-
munist or something. I can't know for sure
since I'm not a medical professional.
The lady did depart (patriotism intact)
and the eye doctor sat down on his blue
spinny chair and typed quickly into the
computer. He was writing my prescrip-
taIl, had beautiful, bouncing hair, and
could do great tricks in the air when
they jumped. On this special night, our
babysitter took my younger sister and I
to the game, since my parents had gone
out for the evening. We got there during
the IV game. The babysitter needed to
take my little sister into the bathroom,
and she did not want to leave me alone.
So there is little me, I am standing there
facing the girls bathroom door, holding
the babysitter's hand, about to plunge
into an enchanted, magical land. So much
wonder and curious tension, about to be
unleashed.
tion, I think. He said it hasn't changed
much from last time except for the better
contacts weren't available in your power
and now they are so we'll set you up with
some of those to try out for a couple
weeks and then you'll have to come back.
I'll have to come back in two weeks? I
asked. Yes, so we can see if they are work-
ing for you. Are you in college?
Yes.
What year?
I'm a sophomore.
Wonderful. What are you studying?
Theatre and speech.
He alrnoat cringes and asks me how it
is going for me. Honestly, I have no idea
how theatre and speech is going for
me, but my eye doctor doesn't want to
hear that. So I sort of sighed and looked
around and said it's all right. I should
have screamed dramatically and made
my exit.
The Man told me that his wife majored
in Speech before they got married and
it was quite a struggle for her and do I
know how hard it is to get work? Yes, I'm
aware, I say, before jamming my fingers
into his eye sockets. Just kidding-he
was wearing glasses so that would have
been kind of hard. Luckily, he said, she
minored inReligion so she decided to go
to Seminary and then they got married
so now she stays with the kids and does
nothing of value outside the home!
On we go, headlong, the bathroom
door opening. The welcome sight of
peach paint filled my eyes. Varsity
cheerleaders were sitting, standing,
hunched over, reaching into bags. I was
spotted inunediately. They screamed and
shreaked, and reprimanded my baby-
sitter, their classmate, for trying such a
stunt. No boys in here. Not in here. Get
out! yelled an especially tall one. She was
ready to cheerlead, except on top she
wore only a bra. I should not have been
in that place, but I treasure the experi-
ence. I savored that morsel for years, until
they tore down the school.
fiction
I'm a Religion minor, I say.
Good, he says.
I hate small talk, but he keeps going. His
wife also has her teaching certificate,
which would have come in handy if she
kept up with her speech studies because
really the only thing you can do with a
degree like that is teach. It was at this
point that my head spun 1,ompletely
around on my shoulders and I projectile
vomited all over the eye charts on the
wall. Have I thought about teaching? he
wonders. Not really. Well then what will
you do? He almost looks concerned. I
don't know yet, I say, smiling. I'm smiling
so much he can see all of my teeth and
he should really take that as a warning
sign like those animals in the jungle, but
this eye doctor has no sense of the rules
of the wild.
He finally finishes filling out my pre-
scription and hands it to me, wishing me
luck in my studies and he'll see me in a
couple of weeks. I say thanks and grab
my stuff, bolting out the door before The
Man can tell me that at least I'm having
fun. Luckily, since my eyes were now ex-
tremely sensitive to light, my mom came
to pick me up. OtheIWise I might have
driven my van off of a steep embankment.
There's one by my house, I swear.
My follow-up appointment is next Thurs-
day.
non-fiction
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by tracey yrank
As his tiny granddaughter,
airtight bear hugs
were his identity,
leaving my ribs sore
and the lingering aroma of his cologne
on my clothes-like being enveloped
by an exotic library brimming with old books.
His wisdom concealed in stories of the war
exponentially increases in poignancy
each day he survives another buddy.
"My good-looking gal"
he always calls me,
taking such pride in the most mundane of events:
a choir concert, a photo of prom, a B average.
His division was Airborne, and what he did
finds itself in history books-
dark words on aging sepia paper,
events now more recognizable in name
than accomplishment:
Battle of the Bulge, D-Day, Liberation.
Sitting in the kitchen, , see
my grandma cry for the first time.
'" don't understand," she murmurs.
I'm older, now.
I begin to wonder
if cancer is caused
by a toxic abundance of love.
The prideful hate of the world
could not kill him,
yet somehow his own body betrays itself
to pointed evil.
When asked, he'll remember everything about the camp,
but mostly the smell.
The smell of death, to put it lightly,
as ashes upon ashes of incinerated stories
fly into the nostrils of the living.
There are no candles in his house-
the sharp, acidic stench of burning
brings everything back.
He still cannot comprehend
the destructive minds that imprisoned
people like him
in Bergen-Belsen, a literary location
responsible for the death of Margot Frank,
and her sister, Anne.
Now his frail frame waits
in a small room with an unresponsive roommate.
His spirit is unknowingly defiant against breakage
and the bear hug is still present
next to his heartbeat.
, carefully lift his feet onto the bed,
his emaciated body so like one of those he saved back then,
and find tears in his eyes.
I match them, and pull myself close
to his trembling mouth.
"My good-looking gal." he whispers huskily.
first place poetry
I remain there
as long as I can
to absorb his ever-familiar fragrance-
the pervasive warmth of past,
of story and history,
into my skin.
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by emily sweet
so much depends
upon
"somuch depends/ uponl/ a red wheel/
barrow ... "
-William Carlos Williams
a
sage
pinned between lines
of
so much depends
upon navajo dutch and
god
a wood and metal
rood who proclaims the forgiveness of the entire
race
framed by doorway
angles my forebearers
who
above the entry
way sent his forebearers
to
when my head is on the pillow
looking reservation
land
so much depends ...
so much depends ...
so much depends
upon so much depends
upon
the filing of a
death swells of inspiration
glazed
a
husband that amount to
nothing
bya woman
aged nothing
as i scribble my license to
wed
but hoped ideas
lodged
costs twenty-five dollars to die in
oregon
so much depends ...
clackamas
county
so much depends
upon
in case you're
planning
my meager
art
so much depends ...
my tired bag of
tricks
honarble mention poetry
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